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PREFACE 


The publishers of this book thought that a volume 
of articles and tales written by me during the past 
tt^euty-five years would have interest enough to 
justify publication, and asked me to make a 
selection. 1 have not been able to make up a 
book with only one theme. My temperament 
would only allow me to be happy when I was 
working at art. My conscience would not let 
me have peace unless 1 worked with other Irish¬ 
men at the reconstruction of Irish life. Birth in 
Ir^and gave me a bias towards Irish nationalism, 
while the spirit which inhabits my body told me 
the politics of eternity ought to be my only con¬ 
cern^ and that all other races equally with my own 
were children of the Great King. To aid in 
movetQents one must be orthodox. My desire to 
help prompted agreement, while my intellect was 
always heretical. 1 had written out of every mood, 
and could not retain any mood for long. If I 
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advocated a national ideal I'fdt immediately 1 
could make an equal plea for more cosmopolitan 
and universal ideas. 1 have obeyed my intuitions 
wherever they drew me^ for I felt that the Light 
within us knows better than any other the> need 
and the way. So 1 have no book on one theme, 
and the only unity which connects what is here 
written is a common orie^in. The reader musO 
strike a balance between the contraries which 
exist hcie as they exist in us all, as they exist and 
are haimonised in that multitudinous meditation 
which IS the universe. 

A. E. 
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THE CHARACTER OF HEROIC 

.. ' LITERATURE 

* ■ 

Lady Gregory, a fair}' godmother, has given 
to Jfoung Ireland the gift of her Cuchulain of 
Mvhthemne^ which should be henceforward the 
b'dok of its dream. I do not doubt but there 
will, be a great change in the next generation, 
ibr the character of many children will have 
•grown to maturity brwding over the memories 
of heroes who were themselves half children, half 
demigods. Though the hero tales will have their 
gi^eatest power over the young, no one mind could 
"measure their depth. They seem simple and 
, primitive, yet thc}' draw us strangely aside from 
life, and the emotions they awaken are not simple 
but complex. Here are twenty tales, and they 
m^so alike in imaginative character that they 
see^'all to have poured from one mind ; and to 
these twenty we could add a hundred others, all 
endlessly fertile in difference of incident, but all 
seeding to own the same imaginative creator. It 
so for many centuries, and then the maker of 
lj[te.^spng seems to have grown weary, and distinct 
' v^t^^ot overladen with the tradition of the ages 

I B 



2 • fMAGINA^ON^ ^AKD t^EVERIES 

I 

I 

were heard; and to-day every One wanders in a 
path of his own, finding or losing the way, the 
truth, ^and the life of art in the free play of his 
desires. There was something more to cause this 
later period of diverse utterance than the interrup¬ 
tion of other races and the claims of the world upon 
us. Surely the ancient Egyptian met in Memphis 
or Thebes as many strangers as we did, but he 
went on through many dynasties carving the same 
face of myster}’ and rarely altering the peculiar 
forms which were his inheritance from the crafts¬ 
men of a thousand years before. It was not the 
introduction of something new, but the loss of 
something which finally vexed the calm of the 
Sphinx and marred the Phidiaii beauty which in 
Greece was a long dream for many generations. 
It uas not because the Dane or Norman cam 
dwelt among us that the signature of the 
was withdrawn from the (jaelic mind. I do not 
know how to express this loss otherwise than by 
saying we appear to have fallen away from our 
archet}'pe. We find in all the early stories the 
presence of one being \^ho may be the genius of 
our land if that old idea of race divinities be a true 
one. A strange similitude unites all the charac¬ 
ters. We infer an interior identity. The same 
spirit flashes out in hostile clans, and then Ciyni- 
lain kisses Ferdiad. They all confidently appeal 
to it in each other. M«ie\''e fl\ing after the gl^t 
battle can ask a g^'ft from her conqueror and 
obtains it. Fand and Emer dispute who ahall 
make the last sacrifice of lo\'e and give the beloy^ 


e and 
Sidhe 
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to a rival. The conflicts seem half in play or in 

dream^ and wc do not know when an awakening 
of love will disarm the foes. In spite of the 
bloodshed the heroes seem like children who fight 
steulily through a mock battle, but the night will 
see these children at peace, and they will dream 
with arms around each other in the same cot. No 
literature ever had a more beautiful heart of 
childhood in it. Die bards could hate no one 
qansistently. If the\ took away the heroic 
chivalry from Conchobar in one tale the} restored 
it to him in another. '1 hey have the confident 
trust and expectation of goodness that children 
have, who may ha\e sufFcicd punishment, but a ho 
come later on and smile on the chistiser. It is 
this qualit} which ui\cs the tales their extra¬ 
ordinary charm. I know no other literature 
which his it to the same degree. I do not like to 
speculate on the ab ence of thi-» ‘^pirit in our later 
literature, w'huh was written under other in- 
fluenceb. It ^.annor be beciiisc there was a less 
spiritual life in the aposthb thin in the bards. 
We cannot cuinjure Ciiculain, the most complete 
ideal of Gaelic chiialr}, with that supreme figure 
whose coming to the world wa^ the elFacement of 
whole pantheoiib of diiinitics, and yet it is true 
that since the thoughts ot men were turned from 
the old ideals our literature has been filled with a 
less noble life. I think a due mai be found in the 
withdrawal of thought froMi n.itLire, the great 
mot^br who is the giver ot all life, and without 
wh^e life ideals become inopciative and listless 
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dwellers in the heart. The eyes of the ancient 
Gael were fixed in wonder on the rocks and hills, 
and the waste places of the earth were piled with 
phantasmal palaces where the Sidhc sat on their 
thrones. Everywhere there was life, and as they 
saw so they felt. To conceive of nature in any 
way, as beautiful and living, as friendly or hostile, 
is to receive from Jier in like measure out of her 
fullness. With whatever face we approach the 
mirrof a similar f.ice approaches ours. “ Let him 
approach it, sayijig, ‘ This is the Mighty,* he 
betomes mighty,” says an ancient scripture, 
teathing us tli.u as our aspiration is so will be our 
inspiration aiul power. Out of this comradeship 
witli eartli there ('am.* a ccnnniingling of natures, 
and we do not know when we read who are the 
Sidhe and wlio are human. The gre.»t energies 
are in all the heroc*^. 'J^hey bound to themselves, 
like the I'alkend, the strength of the fire, the 
brightness of the sun, and the swiftness of the 
wind. I'hey seem truly the earth-born. The 
waves respond to their deeds; the elemental 
creatures respond; aiui tliere arc clashing echoes 
and allies innumerable, and armies in the air con¬ 
tinuing their battles inimitably beyond : a proud 
race, w'ho felt w’irh bursting heart the heavens 
were wMtehing thc.’u, who defied their gods,and 
exiled them to hav»‘ free play fu- their own deeds. 
A very different hiimanitj’ indeed from those who 
have come to w"ilk die earth w'itli humility, who 
arc afraid of heaven and its rulers, and whose 
dread is the greatest of all sins, for in it is a dental 
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of their own divinity. Surely the sight of great 
heroes is more welcome to the King, in whose 
heaven are sworded seraphim, than the bowed 
knees and the spirits who make themselves as 
worms in His sight. In the symbolic expression 
of our spiritual life the eagle has become a dove 
brooding peace. Oh, that it might rcbecomc the 
eagle and take to the up|K'r airs ! 

A generosity and greatness of spirit arc in 
the heroes of the Red JJranch, and out f)f their 

i« ■ 

strength grows a bloom of beauty never fully 
revealed until Lady Circ^ory compiled these tales. 
As we read our eyes are d.izzled by -stranne graces 
of colour fli'vving over the payes : everywhere 
there is mystery and ’ni'^iiilicence. Pro^.ebsions 
pass by in Druid ritu.iJ, kin(:s -ind queens, and 
harpm'S who look like kings. When the wind 
passes over them and stirs tlieir garments a sweet¬ 
ness comes over the n Her of tl\i* rale, who felt that 
delight in draivries blown over shapely ftjrms 
which is the ins)>ir.ici(jn ol'thc Winged Victory and 
many Greek m.irble'*. 'fhe hards will not have 
the hands of those proud people trmch anything 
which is not beautiful. “It was a beautiful 
cheSsboard they had, all of whitt* bronze, and the 
chcs$men of gtiUi and silver, and a candlestick 
of precious snmes lighting it.” The wasting of 
time has spared us a few things to show that this 
rare and intricate metal work 'va'^ not a jnyrh, and 
we arc-forced by an inexorable logic to .K\ept as 
maiidy true the narration of tin pride, rhe beauty 
th^^nerosity, and the large lovable character 
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of the ancient heroes. We may come to realize 
that, losing their Druid vision of a more shining 
world mingling with this, wc have lost the vision 
of that life into the likeness of which it is the true 
labour of the spirit to transform this life. For the 
'l'iriiaiu)gc is that (ilardcn where, in the mind of 
the Lord, the flowers and trees blossomed before 
they grew in the fields, wdiere man lived in the 
Clolden Aire before the fniter darkness of the earth 
was '.milt and he was oiitca.st from adisc. There 
is no true art or literature which lias not some 
image of the (Ii'lden J.ife lurking within it, and 
through the areha;^ riulenes-s of these legends the 
light shines as snnli.dit through the hoary branches 
of ancient oaks. Jaidy (jrctiory has done her 
w'ork as compiler witli a judgment which could 
hardly be too much praised, .ind she has trans¬ 
lated the Stories into an idiom which is a reflec¬ 
tion of the original (iaelii and is full of charm. 
W'c arc indebted to her for this labour as much 
as to any of those “ who sang to sweeten Ireland’s 
wrong.” 


I <> 02 . 



THE DRAMATIC TREATMIiNT OF 

LECEND 


"Till.' RliI III Ill'll rill 1.1 lull ii) Ik si.i^iil I'll It liti I ituii' 

Oii^ht iiDt III III. |lll•■i■llI'l ini iiiipiil.ii Lifii'-iiiii;'tiii:i I irili''iilihi.itiOii 
nt the rioHil I • u r • xu'i ili'ip thi' iliiii, .n }iiiii jKiil 

You Ilia) •‘I'riiiil in fir; i.nh'i li. n i It ils, .niil ll■ll!Jllll; ill' -iiul 

of th< laiiii l.laU ilu 'lU 'll llfill . lll'l ilrill t llllM, 

them rlnwii in tli> ii'mu " (.'ll OCkmh in /// 

Irtiitn f Rtv I 

Years in the iuKonniroiis youth ot his ininJ, 
Mr. O’ti'rady found (he (Jat-iic tradition like a 
ncjflected .intiqiic dun with the doors lunvd, and 
there was little or no euress. I j^tein’iiu, he heard 
from within The hum <if .in imnieiw ehivalrv, and 
he opened the doois ind the wild liders went forth 
to work their Now he would rec.ill them. 

But it is in vain. Ihc wild riders ha\e i;onc 
forth, and their labours in the human mind arc 
only bet*inning. They wmII do their deeds (jver 
again, and now they will act throuijh many men 
ai\d speak throui>h many vfiiees. 'I he spirit of 
Cuculain will stand at many a lonely place in the 
heart, and lie will win as offild a:>ainst inuhitiides. 
The children of'I'urarin wil* start afresh btill easier 
to take up and renew their * ycli( J.ibours, and they 
yrill-gain, not for themselves, the Apples of the 
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Tree of Life, and the Spear of the Will, and the 
Fleece which is the immortal body. All the 
heroes and dcmiu:ods returning will have a wider' 
field than Erin for their deeds, and they will not 
grow weary warring upon things that die, but will 
be figJiters in the spirit against immortal powers, 
and, as before, the acts will be sometimes noble 
and sometimes base. They cannot be stayed 
from iJicir deeds, for they are still in the strength 
of a youth which is ever renewing itself. Nor for 
all the wTong which may be done should they be 
restrained. Mr. ()'(i’r.idv would now have the 
talcs kept fron* the crowd to be the poetic luxuiy' 
of a few. Yet would w'e, for all the martyrs who 
})crished in the flre.^ ,){(he Middle Ages, counsel 
the plaeinv* of the (iospcls on the list of books to 
be read only by a few esoteric worshiy^pers r The 
literature w'hich should be unjmblishcd is that 
W'hieh holds the secret tif the magical powers. The 
legends of Ireland are not of this kind. They 
have no sj>ecial messaue to the aristocrat more 
than to the man ot the |H*ople. 'Hie men who 
made the literature of Ireland were by no means 
nobly born, and it was the bards who placed the^ 
heroes, each in his rank, and crowned them for 
after ages, and gave them their famous names. 
They luive i^laeeii on the brow of others a crown 
which belonged to themselves, and all tbe (leroic 
literature of the world w'as maoe by the sacrifice of 
the nameless king*- of men who iiavc given a. 
sceptre to others they never wielded while living,'' 
and who bestowed the powers of beauty and 
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on women who perhaps had never uplifted a 
heart in their day, and who now sway us from the 
grave with a grace only imagined in the dreaming 
’soul of the poet. Mr. O’Crady has been the 
, bardic champion of the ancient Irish aristocracy. 
He has thrown on them the sunrise colours of his 
own brilliant spirit, and now would restrain others 
from the use of their names lest a new kingship 
should be established ovcM'them, and another law 
than that of his own will, lest the poets of the 
democracy looking back on the heroes of the past 
should overcome them with the id.eas of a later d.iv, 
and the Attiiottie nature hiui a loftier sj^irit in 
those who felt the unendurable pride of the 
Fianna and rose a..iain-.t it. Well, it is only 
natural he should trv t») protcet Ju* children of his 
thought, but they neetl no later wcjrd frojn him. 
If writers of a Ic'^s noble mind than liis deal 
with these things they will n«jt rob his heroes of 
a single power to uplift or inspire. In Greece, 
after Aeschylus and his stupendous deities, came 
Sophocles, who restrained them with a calm wis¬ 
dom, and Euripides, who made them human, but 
still the mysterious Orphic ileities remain am! stir 
Ufi'when reading the earlier p.*ge. Mr. O'Ci'rady 
would not have the Red Uranch cycle cast in 
dramatic form or ni\cii to the people, 'riicy are 
too great to be staged ; and he ijuotcs, mistaking 
the gigantic for the heroic, a siory of Ciiciilain 
reeling round Ireland on his fairy steed the Ja:.th 
Macha. This may be phantasy (»r evt-avagance, 
is not heroism. Cuculain is often heroic, 
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but it is a quality of the soul and not of the body; 
it is shown by his tears over Fcrdiad, in his gentle¬ 
ness to women. A more grandiose and heroic' 
figure than Cucul.iin was seen on the Athenian 
stai*e; and no one will sav that the Titan Pro- 
nietheii'5, chained on the rock in his age-long 
siiffeiing lor men, is not a nobler figure than 
CiiCLilain in .my .ispect in which he appears to us 
in the tales. I)i\ine traditions, the like of which 
were Jisteneil to with awe by the Athe?ii.ins, should 
not lie too lofty for our Christian people, whose 
mor.ils Mr. D'Cirddy, here hardly L.indid, pro- 
fes'-es to be anxions .ibout. What i. great in 
literature is a ur. ttne^s springing out of the 
human lieart. ‘bhi ugh we fall short to-day of 
the bodily stature of the giants of the prime, the 
spirit still remains and lan express an equal great¬ 
ness. I can well understand how a man of our 

i 

own day, hy the enlargement of his sjnrit, and the 
passion and siiiLerirv of liis spu-Lh, einild express 
the greatness of the t'ast. 'J'he drama in its 
m\stical beuinning was the vehicle through which 
divine ide.is, whieh arc b.’\nnd the >phere even of 
hcroie life and p.ission, were expressed ; and if 
the later Irish writers fail of such greatness, it is 
not for that ri'a^'-n that the soul of Ireland will 
depart. 1 can h.r*dly believ-' .Mr. O'Ci’rady to be 
serious when he Ic.ii-s th.it nnny forbKiden sub¬ 
jects will lu* themes for draniitic art, that Maeye 
with her inanv hu'i! unis will walk ihc stage, and 
the Ivists of an earlier age be rcvieeti to please the 
lusts of to-dav. 'Fhe danger of art is not inHts 
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subjects, but in the attitude of the artist’s mind. 
The nobler influences of art ari^c, not because 
''heroes are the theme, but bcLause of noble treat¬ 
ment and the intuition whiiJi ^xTceives the in¬ 
flexible working out of ^re.it inf)r.il laws. 'J'he 
• abysses of human nature may well he sDunded 
if the plummet be dnjpped by a spirit frcmi the 
heights. The lust which le.uK on to death may 
be a terrible thiny to contemplate, l)Ut in the event 
there is consolation : and the eye of faith can see 
even in the very exultation ('f (.orniption how (iod 
the Regenerator is woikin^f T fis will, leidinu man 
onward to his destin\ I'i inevitable beauty. Mr. 
O’Grady in his youdi isad the epic ima;^inction, 
and I think few j»c »ple reali^e ho\« ureat and 
heroic that insjMrati<»»i was ; but the net that is 
sprr»id for Leviathan will n>i( capture all the 
creatures of the tlee[>, and neittier epic nor romance 
will manifest full} tJu* pc»w of the mythical an- 
ccstorb <«f tiu* nn dern (i.iel v\ tiovv "eeV in- 
cartiatiun anew it the minds < f their cliildrcn. 
Men too often tori c t, in thi-' a'^e of printcfl books, 
that literature is, atter all, on v an ineffettu.il 
record of spec* h. 'I'he hierary ni.ui h.is yonc 
into strange In ways through Ion contem|ilation 
of books, and he writes wiih t borition what 
could never be spoken, and he h»ses that power of 
the bards on winmi tongue '''' e had dt - stiuied, 
who were masters 'd'the m, it o. utter iiuv, wimse 
thoughts were not nie.int bi silen^l' ibed 
fiXMn the lifeless page. I- * there iiev uin be, 
y^Kile man lives in a bodv, .i ure.iter mians of 
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expression for him than the voice of man affords, ' 
and no instrument of music will ever rival in power, 
the flowing of the music of the spheres through' 
his lips, [n all its tones, from the chanting of 
the magi which compelled the elements, to those 
gentle voices which guide the dying into peace, 
there is a power which will never be stricken from‘ 
tympan or harp, for in all speech there is life, and 
with the greatest speech tlie deep tones of another. 
Voice may mingle. Has not the Lord spoken, 
through 1 lis prophets ? And man, when he has* 
returned to himself, and to the knowledge of him¬ 
self, may find a ureater power in his voice than 
those which he has painfully harnessed tt) perform 
his will, in steamship or railway, [t is through 
drama alone that the writer can summon, even if 
vicariously, so great a power to his aid ; and^it is 
possible we yet may hear on the stage, not merfly 
the mimicry of human speech, l^ut tlic old for¬ 
gotten music which was heard in the dfins of 
kings, w'hich made the revellers grow silent and 
great warri('rs to bow low their f.ices in their 
hands. Dear O’CVadv, if we do not succeed it is 
not for you to blame us, for our aims arc at least 
as high as your own. 


ion 2. 



NATIONAI-ITY OK COSMOPOJJTANTSM 


As one of who hclievc that the litcTarurc of a 
country is for ever ereatiiiy a new soul among its 
people, I cin not like to think that literature with 
us must follow an incvral^le law of sequence, and 
gain a spiritu.il i.li:ir.iet(*r only -after the hodily 
passions have grown w< iry .ind exhausted them¬ 
selves. In the essa\ called 77/#’ .rlutumn of the 
Bo/iyy Mr. Yeats seeMi*. to indic.ite such a sccjiience. 
Y^etjj,whether the arc of an\ of the writers of the 
decadence docs really express spiritual things is 
open to doubt. 'I'lie mo«Hi in which their work 
is conceived, a distempered em«)ti<»n, through 
which no new ioy -luivers, seems too often to tell 
rather of inhausted vitality than of the ecst.isy of 
a new life. I lowever much, too, their art refines 
itself, choosing e\er r.ircr aiul more exquisite 
forms of expression, underne-ath it all an intuition 
seems to disclose only the old wolfish lust, hiding 
itself beneath the golden fleece of the spirit. It 
is not the spirit breaking through ciirruption, but 
the life of the senses longing to shine with the 
light which makes saintly rnings beautiful : -and 
it would put on the jewelled r.iimcnt of seraphim, 
{(SjC^ing still a heart of clay smitten through and 
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through with the unappeasable desire of the flesh : 
so Rossetti's women, who have around them all 
the circunist.ince of poetry and romantic beauty,, 
seem through their sucked-in lips to express a 
thirst which could be allayed in no spiritual 
paradise. Art in the decadence in our time might 
be symbolized as a crimson figure undergoing a 
ilark crucifixion : the Jiosts of light arc overcoming 
it, and it is dyinu filled with anuuish and despair 
at a beauty it cannot attain. All these strange 
emotions have a jn-ofound psychologiial interest. 
T do not tliink because a spiritual flaw can be urged 
against a cenain ph i^e of life that it sh«nild remain 
unexpressed. 'J he j'sychie maladies which attack 
all ra».es when their civilization grows old must 
needs lie understood to be dealt with : and they 
cinnot be understood without being revealgd in 
Hterarure or art. lint in Jrelainl we arc not yet 
sick with this sickness. As psychology it con¬ 
cerns only the curious. Our iiUellcttual life is 
in suspense. I'he n.itioiial spirit seems to be 
making a la^'t effort to insert itself in literature 
and to ovcTcome c«)siniipolitan influences and 
the art of writers who express a ]iurely personal 
feeling. It is true that nationality may express 
itself in many wav '• ; it mav- not be at all evident 
in the subiect m.i'lcr, but nnv be verj eviej^nt 
in the sentiment, but a literitiire loosely held 
together by some emotional c'saracteristica com¬ 
mon to the vvritei , however great it may be, 
docs not fulfil the purpose of a literature 'or 
art created bv a number of men who haye' a 
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*5 


^common aim in building up an overwhelming 
ideal — who create, in a sense, a soul for their 
^country, and who have a common pride in the 
•achievement of all. The world has not seen this 


since the great anticpie civili/.ition> of Lgypt 
and Greece passed auav. c.iiinot imagine 

an Eg^’ptian artist daring enough tf» set aside 
the majestic att.iinnient of many centuries. An 


Egyptian bin as he L-rew up must have been r)ver- 
awed by the national tradition, and have felt that 
it'was not to he set aside; it was b(\i»pd his 


individual rKalry. 'I Ih ^i.iil of l'’gypt iiHaniated 
in him, and, using its inotuanonal language and 
its mysterious line'^, ihv- efforts of the least \vc rk- 
man who decorated ! tomb "eem to have been 


directed by the s.nne h uid iliaf carveJt the 'sphinx. 
This ^tdherence to :i triditionai form true of 
Greece, though to a le'.s extent. Some little 
Tanagra terra-eotr.e mi'dir Ivo i been fashioned by 
Phidias, and iii literature IM'.'..es ar-d Aiianteni- 
non were not ^he hc.oes of one epie, but appeared 
endlessly in ^pic and drama. SitKc the (ireek 
civilization no bairopean nation has hail an in¬ 
tellectual literature which was geniiiiiel;, national. 
In the present centur}', leavin:. aside a few things 
in outward ciicumstance, there is little ti> dis¬ 
tinguish the work of the be-^t l-'nglish writers or 
artists from that of their Continental contemno- 

I 

rarics. Millais, Fa-ighton, Ki»ssetii,'rurner—how 
different from each other, an.i vet thev might have 
painted the same pictures is liorii hVeiKhmen, 
apdjt would not have excited any great bin prise 
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as a marked divergence from French art. . The 
cosmopolitan spirit, whether for good or for e^l,* 
is hastily obliterating all distinctions. What is 
distinctly national in these countries is less* 
valuable than the iniiTiensc wealth of universal 
ideas ; and the writers wh(' use this wealth appeal' 
ti> narrow circle : the foremost writers, the 
Tolstois and Ibsens, are eonseioiis of addressing a 
luiropcan audience. . . 

If nationalitv is to justify itself in the face of 
all this, it luusl be because the ccuintrv which 
preserves its individuality does so with the pro¬ 
found eonxiiiion that its peculiar idial is nobler 
than th.it whith the losniopolit.in spirit suggests— 
that this ideal is so j>. etioiis to it that its loss would 
be as the loss of the soul, and that it could not 
be realized without an aloofnc'^s from, if not an 
actual indiffcTcnce t«», the ide.ils which are spread¬ 
ing so rapidly over jMin^pe. Is it possible for any 
nationality to make such a ilefcnce of its isolation ? 
If not, let us read Cioelhe, llalzac, Tolstoi, men so 
much greater than anv we can show, try to absorb 
their univers.ii wisd.Din, and no longer confine 
ourselves to local traditions. J5ut nationality was 
never so strong in Ireland as at the present time. 
It is beginning t*» be felt, less as a political move* 
ment than as a spiritual foru*. It seems to be 
g.ithcriiig itself together, Joining men who were 
hostile before, in a new inteiicctual fellowship 
and if all these coLihl unite on fundiimcntals, it' 
would be possible in a generation to create „a: 
national ideal in Ireland, or r«ither to let that 
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,incarnate fully which began among the ancient 
*p,eo{>le8, which has haunted the hearts and 
'whispered a dim revelation of itself thnnigh the 
lips of the b.irds and peasant rtory -tellers. 

I Every Irishman forms some vague ide.d of 
^his country, born from his reading «)f history, or 
•from contemporary politic*', or from an imatzina- 
live intuition ; and this Irelatul in the mind 
it is, not the actual Ireland, which kindles his 
fcntbusiasni. Kor this he works and makes sacri¬ 
fices ; but because it has ne\er had anv philo¬ 
sophical definition or a ‘U|'remely beautiful state¬ 
ment in literature whicn gathered .ill aspirations 
about it, the ideal reniain*' va'aue. This passion- 
,*aLte love cannot cxpriii itself; it cannot make 
another underst.ind its dcvofn»n. 'I'o reveal 
Irelami in clear and I'eantiful li .ilit, to ere He the 
Ireland in the he.irt, is the pnwince of a niti<*nal 
literature. Othir arts wtmiKI ad.d to this ideal 
hereafter, and sMti.d life and polities must in the 
end be in harm'my. W'e .irc* yet In fore cnir dawn, 
in a period comparable to Ki*\pt before the first 
of her solemn templei constrained its petiple tti 
an equal mystery, or to (ireeee before the fir^t 
perfect statue had fixed .in ideal of beauty which 
mothers dreanu'd of to mould their yei Linlutrn 
children. We can t-ee, however, as ilie ide.il of 
Ireland grows from mind to mind, it tend*, to 
assume the character of a saen-d laiul. 'I’he I ).irk 
^osaleen of Mangaii expresses an almo^l rclieioiis 
adpration, anil to a later w”iter it si-ems m be 
to the spiritual beauty than other lands : 
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And still the thoughts of TrcKind brood 

L.'piiii her holy (piiciudc. 

'J'lu* fiKulty of ah‘itractin'> from the land their 
eves heheld another freland throujjh which they.; 
w.inLleiwl in drejin, has always hcen a character- 
istie of the Celtic poets. 'I'hi^ inner Irdand 
which the visionary e\c saw was the Tirnandge, ^ 
the Country of Inimortal ^'outh, for they peopled 
it only with the yoiiiiL* and iKMutifui. It was thQ^ 
I-aiJ of the lavinji 11 cart, a tender name which 
showed fhat it h.id heLoine dearer than the heart 
of wiinian, anil o\ert«*pped all other dreams as 
the last hope of the spirit, the hosojii where it 
would ri'st at’ier it had passed from the fading,^ 
shelter of tlie Vtirkl. And sure a strange and' 
heaiitiful land ihi^ Irelainl is, with a mystic beauty 
which closes the eyes t)f the body as in slei?p, and 
c>pens the e\es i.f the spirit .is in dreams; and 
never a p«)et lias lain on imr hillsides but gentle, 
stately litiuns, with hearts shining like the sun, 
move through hi-, diwons, o\er radiant grasses, 
in an enchanted world of their cjwii: and it has 
become alive th»'<iui»h everv h.uinred rath and 

l m 

wood and mountain and lake, m) that we can 
hardly think ot it otherwise than as the shadow* 
of the thought ci (iod. 'I'lie l:isi Celtic poet who 
ha» appeared slvws tlu spi- 'iual qiiabncs of the 
first, when he writes of the grey ri\erj in their 
“ enraptured ’* w.inderings, .ind when he sees iq 
the jewelled bow whiLh archc^ the heavens— . 

'I'lu Lor.V' "f'lr'i. ihai -■imic (lir>)ugh the rats. 
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This mystical view of nature, peculiar to but one 

English poet, Wordsworth, is a national charac- 

'teristic ; and much in the creation of the Ireland 

in the mind is already done, aiul onlv' needs 

• • 0 * ^ • 

'Tetelhng by the now writers. .Vicire important, 
i however, for the literature we arc iinaniniim as an 
6£Fset to the co^mopolii in ide.d would be the 
'Creation of heroic tip’ures, r\pes, whether legend¬ 
ary or taken from history, ami enl.iruovl to epic 
'^proportions by our writers, who would use them 
in common, a» Cuculain. Kitniii, ()s>*iaM, and Oscar 
were used In the uemi ilinn', of poet*' who h.ive 
left us the bardic, hisu W' In'l.ind, wherein one 
would write c'f the b.iule -v a hen amt 
* another of a p^o.^Ient whcti tire would turn to 
gentleness, and .uiothcj of his lo\e tor s.ime beauty 
of hi!i,time, and \et Mother te'l Jnnv the rivalry 
of a bpirirual beauty i.idc' hi.'u tire ot love ; and 
so from iteration and persi-U" t lUvellin^u on .\ few 
heroes, their iniauiii.Uive in'.a^ei loiiiid echoe-s 
in life, and other hero arose, iontinuiiu» their 

tradition of chivilri. 

■ 

That such typ*.*' are of the highest im|w)rt inee, 
.and have the most ennobliiiL* influence on a 
country, cannot be denied, b w.is this idea led 
Whitman to e\plcnt himself as the npital Ameri¬ 
can., He felt that what he termed a “ '^tock 
personality” was needcvl toelev.ite atid harniotii/c 
the incongruous human ele-nents in the ites. 
English literature has aUvaxs been more sym¬ 
pathetic with actual beings ii-..in willi ide.il r\pes, 
^nnot help us much. A m.in w'ho loves 
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Dickens, for example, may grow to have a great * 
tolerance for the grotesque characters which ateC 
the niitcome of the social order in England, but- 
he will iKit he .insisted in the conception of a 
higher humanity : and this is true of very many 
Kniilish writers who lack a fundamental philo^ 
Sophy, and .ire content tt) take man as he secms.to^. 
he for the moment, rather than as the pilgrim-of 
eternit)—.is one who is flesh to-day hut who may,' 
hereafter grow divine, and who may shine at last"’ 
like the stars of the morning, trlumi'^hant among 
the sons of Ci'od. 


Mr. St.UKlisb O’Cirady, in his not.ihle epic of, 

CiiCLilain, w'as in emr time the first to treat the 

Celtic tradition \v« rthilv. He h.is contributed' 

■ 

one hero wh<i awaits equal comrades, if indeed the 
tales of the Red Hr.uuh do not .ihsorb the thoughts 
of many imaginative writers, and Ciiciilaiii remain 
the typical hero of the Ci'acI, hecanuing to every, 
boy \vlv> reads the story .i revehition of what his' 
own spirit is. 

I know John J\gli)itc»n, one of our most 
th(rtightful w'riters, our first cosmopolitan, thinks 
tlut “ thc'^e aiiLicnt Icgciuls refuse to he taken 
out of their old environment.” But I believe 
that the t.iles wliich have been preserved for a 
hiuulied generarions in the heart of the people* 
must h.uc had tluir power, i ccause they had in 
them a cure of eternal truth. Truth is not a thing; 
of tf) d.iy or to-m rrow'. He.iuty, heroism, ai\a,* 
spiritiwlity do not change like fashion, being tl^ 
reflection of an unchanging spirit. The 
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.which looks at us through so many shifting 
^shadows has never altered the form of its perfec- 
rlhon since the face of man, made after its image, 
,>first looked back on its original ; 

« Fur thc'C I iiP', unit .dl tlnir iintiiiiiiiil ppvK, 

t Trrj\ I'jirtLil till n iit (Uu liij{li rum ra* ^'iLaiii, 

\'iil I iliLil. 


^hese dreams, antiquities, traditions, once actual, 
.living, and historical, have ]\isscd from the A\orld 
%}F sense inU) the world of incmorv and rhoiii>ht: 
and time, it sfcnis to me, has not f.iktn away from 
their power, nor mad*.* them more reiiiute from 
sympathy, but ha', ritln-r purified them by re¬ 
moving then*. fr«>m i-arth to heaven : from tiunjs 
which the e\e can ".‘e arid the ear can hear thev 

« m 

have become what t'v heart j'oiuleis o\er, and are 
jSO much nearer, more fainili.ir, more suit.iblo for 
literary use than the day they were begotten. 
‘They have now the character -'f symbol, and, as 
symbol, are more potent than history. They 
.have crc*}>t througli xeiJ altc*r veil t»f the nunifold 
nature of itran ; and now each dream, heroism, 


or beauty has l.iid itself nigh the dixine poxver it 
represents, the suggestion of which made it first 
beloved : and they are read;, for the use of the 
spirit, a speech of which exvix word h.is a signifi- 
.4:aiu:e beyond itself, and Deirdre is, like Helen, a 


kymbol of ete rnal l'*c*aiily, and Cuculain represents 
as much as IVenncthcus Mic hercjic spirit, the 
redeemer in m.iii. 


so far as these ancient traditions live in 


memory of man, they are eontempurary to us 
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as much as electrical science : for the images 
which time hrinus now to our senses, before they 
can be lived in liter.ilure, have to enter into exactly 
the same workl of human im.ic'ination us the Celtic 
tr.ulilions live in. And their Atness for literary 

use is nut there determined by their freshness- 

■ 

but by their |'■o\ve^ of vunuestion. Modern* 
literature, wliere it is reall\ literature and npt 
b<»uk-makin_i», ^rows more siibjecti\e year after 
year, and tlie mind h.is a wider r.inj,j* over time 
than tlie jdusical n.iture ha*^. Manv things live 
in it—emi'ire-. which h:i\L never crnnibied, beauty 
which has ne^^-r perished, lo\e whn e rires have 
never w.ined: and, '•! this lormiilable lompctition 
for use ii. the arti^i'. mind, to-day stands only its 
chaiue with a rhniisaml d.ixt.. To ijiiestion the 
histoiical ac\urai_v of the U'^e of sutli meraori^ 
is. not a matter which uin be ri:;hll\ r.iised. The 
question is—d«» the\ eNjirev-i luftx things to the 
soul? If the\ d') the) have jusiitled themselves. 

1 have wriiten at -ome leiii^th on the two 
paths whiih lie before ufir v\e have arrived at 
a parting of w.iv-^. One path leads, and has 
alre.idy levl many Jiishnien, to obliterate all' 
mitioinility from their work. 'I he other parh 
winds upw'ard t« a mount:'in-t»ij' of iiur own, 
w'hich ma\ be in he future the .\lecca r«> which 
many w'nrshippei will turn. To renvim wliere^ 
we are as a people, indifferent lu literature, to art,.- 
to idea>, wMsti-ig i1k precious gift of public spirit' 
we jiossebs mi almtiwi.intly in the soi did politic^' 
rivalries, without practical or ideal ends, 
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justify those who have chosen the other path, and 
[followed another star than <iiirs. I do not wi'sh 
any one to infer from this a contempt for those 
who, for the last hiimircii yeirs, !i:ive Landed piihlic 
opinion in rrel.ind. If they failed in one respect, 
It was out of a p:i->sifHial<' M'm|\uhy f u* wntnus 
tof which many are meiiior-lc-s, thanks Id tlicm, 
and to them is due the trearion of a force whith 
may be turned in other diictii*)!!'', imt \\ithmit a 
ihcmory of those pale sleeiKT-; ti« ^^hoJn we may 
turn in thought, platitu;— 
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A of shadows 


'W'ni \ r WHS .l^ke^.l to write “ anything ” iiboiit 
our Irish poet, my thoughts were like 
ranililing floeks that have no bhepherd, and 
without guiJance nu rambling thoughts hav6 
run anVwhere. 

I confess I have feared to enter or linger too 
long in tiu* many-coloured land of Druid twilights 
aiul tunes. A lie.ain not our own, more perfect 
than we can ourselves conceive, i^ a danger to the 
imagination. 1 am too often tempted to wander 
with LUliien in 'I'irnajioge and to forget my' 
own heart and its more r.irely aecin-dcd vision of 
truth. I know 1 like my own heart bc^t, but I. 
ne\er look into the workl of my friend without 
feeling that m\ regifiii liis in the temperate zone 
ami is near the Arctic circle ; the flowers groW; 
more rarely ami are paler, and the struggle for" 
existence is kecnei. Soutliward and in the warm 
west are the 1 lapny Isles a-uong the bhadoyry 
\\ aters. 'I'he jkmiIv phantoms are danemg there • 
with blown htiii* amid cloud-frai! daffoilils. Th^-. 
have known m^thing but beauty, or at the most 
beautiful unh.ii-pincss. Kvcr\thing there move^* 
in procession or according to ritual, and the agoxi^ 
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to£ grief, if it is felt, must be concealed. There 
;.are no faccb blurred with tears there ; some 
t^ditxonal gesture signifying sorrow is all that is 
'..allowed. I have Icw'ked with longing v\l"> into 
•tliis world. It ib lldathacli, the iVI am-Coloured 
£^d, but not the J/and of the Living Heart. 
That island where the niultitiLdinoub beatings f>f 
ibany hearts luxanie one is yet unvi-^ited ; but 
the isle of our poet is the most bc.iiiriful ot all the 
j^sles the mystic vovager'^ have found during the 
thousands of \ears lili-ratiire has recorder.! in 
Ireland. \\ hat woiu'ei that many vvisli t<i foihiw 
him, and alreadv other are si/iLiino amid its 

twilights. 

' They will make .uid unmake. 1 hey will 
discover new' wondei'.; and wdl jn-rhai"' make 
comn^npl.Ke sume neautv whuh but for repeti¬ 
tion would have settuid rare. I would that no 
one but the fiiVi di-i ■ -verer slvuKl enter Ildathach, 
or at least report ot u. No v.»\a'^e to the new 
world, however ineovirable, w'ill hold us like the 
voyage of Columlui'.. I s uh sometimes thinking 
On the light dominion diearns li i\e over the heart. 
We cannot hold a dream tor lon^!, .ind that cailv 
joy of the poet in his new'-found wor d h.is passed. 
It has seemed to him tcv) lu\uri.*nt. 1 !e seeks »or 
something more, .ind has tried to make ih> tropical 
tSuigle orthodox ; and the gliniincring waters and 
winds are no Itniger beautiful natural j’lre^'enees, 
but have become symbolit voices aiul p'-each 
obscurely some doctrine of tneir i^nwcr to (juench 
^ light in the soul or to fan it tu a brighter iiame. 
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I like their old voiceless morion and their natural 
wiindcrinji: best, and would rather roam in the 
bee-loud tilade rhan under the boughs of beryl 
jnd chrjsoberjl, where 1 am j)iit to school to 
learn the siynifiL.iiue of every jewel. I like that 
natural infinity which a prodii^al beauty snirgests^ 
more than that reve.ded in esoteric hieroglyphs, 
even though the writing be in pr>(.i(>iis stones. 
Sometime*^ I wonder whether that insatiable desire 
of tl e mind for something more rhan it has yet 
attained, which Idows the I'crfiime from every' 
flower, and plucks the flower from e\er\ l?*ee, and 
hew's down even tree in the valley until it goes 
fc'rth gnawing itsei.' in a Iat.t luinger, does not 
threaten ill the uJ.y turrets of the poet's soul. 
Hut whatever ena or transformation or unveiling 
may happen, that which creates bcMuty imi*^ have 
beautV in its essence, and the lOul must cast oflF 
inanv vesrure-^ before it come-* to itselt. We, all 
of us, poets, artists, .'.id niiisiuans, who work in 
shadows, must sf)iMetii. e begin to work in sub-* 
stance, and wliv '•hmiliJ vve grieve if one labour 
end'' and another begin*^ ? 1 am iutc're-'ted more 

in life than in me shadows of iite, and as lldathach 
grows fainter I await cMgerly the revelation of 
the real nature uf one vvl'o has built so many 
man dons in the heavens. f *'e poc't lias concc;filcd^ 
hiniselt iiii'ler the embroide ed clo^’hs and has* 
moved in seerdness, and on!\ r.ire times, as 
when he sa} “ A pit\ l»e\ond all telling is .hid 
in the heart of love,” do we find a love which, is 
not the love of the Sidhe ; and more rarely ^iD; 
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^Itio • recognizable human figures, like the Old 

>Pen»oner or jMoll Ma^ee, meet us. All the rest 

spre from another world and arc survivals of the 

pfoud and golden races who move with the old 

Stateliness and an added sorrow tbr the dark aiie 
« ( 

•which breaks in upon rheii loveliness. ‘I he_\ ilo 

,not war upon the luw age, hut hiiild up ahout 

themselves in imagination the aiKient heautx, ami 

» ■ 

love with a lo\e .i little toioured by the passimi ol 
the darkness froju whith they itujKl n(»t escape. 
They are the sole inheritors of ina»u traditions, 
and have mm come to i le end ot'tlie v.ax'., and so 
are unhappv. We know \\h\ the} ai’e unhapp}, 
but not the c.uise ot'.1 -Traime me rimcnl which 
sometimes they tlel, ui.les-. it be that beauty 
within itself has a j«)\ in it" «iw'n rhytlonii I»einu. 
They are ehanglng, n o, as the winds .iiid wateis 

have champed. i'hev are not like I 'sluen, seekers 

« 

and romantic w.ukIi lers, b. i haxe each found 
some nuK'd in them-ebes wlieie ail cjuest e'e.ise*s ; 
they utter or,.ties, .md even in tne swaxini* of a 
'hand or the: droppim of hair there is If'.s "le^iies- 
tion of indbidual action than ot'a dixinit} living 
within them, "liajMng m v'labora.** be.iiitv m dream 
f^r his own delight, ami for no (stlier e'jul ih.in the 
delight in his ilre.im. (hher jv*ets haxe written 
pf Wisdom ox’er^h,ui«»xx'ing man aiui ‘.peaking 
through his lips, or a Will working wiiinn the 
human vvill, but L think in tiii-i |'‘oetr\ xxe find tor 
the first time the revei.itior of the >piiii .is (iie 
Weaver of beauty. 1-lence it comes tli.ii little 
hitherto unnotie'Ccl mutioJis are adured: 




You need but lift a pearl-pale hand. 

And bind up your long luir .iiid sigh ; 
And .ill mL'n'’! liLaris must burn and beat. 


This woman is less the beloved than the priestess^: 
of beauty who reveals the divinity, not as the-> 
insj-iireii prophetesses filled with the Holy Breatlh^ 
ilid in the amieiit mysteries, but in casual gesture^'' 
and in a waving of her white arms, in the stillness^ 
of her eyes, in her hair which trembles like a faery' 
flood of unloosed shadowy light over pale breasts,r? 
and in many glimmering motions so bcaudful 
that it is at once seen whose footfall it is we hear^ • 
and that llie place w^hcre she stands is holy ground.' 
I'his, it seems to me, is what is essential in this, 
poetry, what is pn.iili.ir and individual in it—^the 
revelation of great mysteries in unnotieed things 
and as not a sparrow may fall iinconsidocd 
1 lim, so even in the swaying ot a human hand His 
sceptre m*a} have doniiniim over the heart and His 
paradise bo entered in the lifting of an eyelid. 

up?. 
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1 grow older I i^et more <n>ngle-;b. 1 am now 
exiled irrevocahK iVum the 0>iiiirry ofthe Young, 
but 1 hope I can listen virhout je.iloiisy and even 
with delight to thixe who ^lill make in the 

enchanted land. I often seanhed in the “ Poet's 
Corner” of the coiinln paj^rs with a wild "sur¬ 
mise that there, ..:rid. reporN of Hoards of 
Guardians and Kural ^ l•lltKiIs, srmic poetic young 
kinsnvin may he takiiig cmiP'^el with the stars, 
watching more i.l<'?ily the Phiiigh in the furrows 
of the heavens (lian the county iiistriiLtor at his 
task of in.ikir.:^ farmers dri\e the pl«*iii'h stiaiuht 
in,the fiekh. 1 f'»und many vear. ago in a 
country paper a local jviet making a genuine 
music. 1 remember a line : 

, Aiuf liiJilcti niuriiiiiriMi' iii iIk i.'irL. 

I went on in the strength of this poem through 
the desert of rountry journalism for many }’ears, 
hoping to find more hiilden rivers of song mur¬ 
muring in the daikness. It wa^ a patient life of 
unrequited toil, and 1 have leturned to «.i\ili/..tt‘on 
to,'search publishers’ lists for more easily pro¬ 
curable pleasure. A few years ago 1 mined out 



. 3 < 5 ^' HtfAGWATIONS 'AND/REVERtSgb’^ 


of the still darker region of manuscripts solne' 

poetic crystals which 1 thought were valuable, arij; 

edited AV:c Nearly all my young singei^ 

have since then taken flight on their own accound 

Some have voliiinis in the booksellers and some 

in the h.inds of the printers, JJut there is one shy 

sintfer of the gnjiij) of writers in AV:e Sonj^s whO' 

mit'lit easily uet overbooked because his verse', 

takes little or im thought of the past or present or* 

iiitiire of his country: vet the slim b(»nk in which 

* « 

is Lt)llected Seiimas O’Sullivan’s vei<es reveals a' 


true |'*oct, and if he is too .shy to claim his country 
in Jii-^ \er-.es rhiav is no reason wJi_\ his country 
should not cl.iim him, for he is in hi< w.iy as Irish 
as an} • four sinut. .. J lc is, as .VJr. \\ . li. Yeats 
was in his earlier da\s, the literary successor of 
those <»ld (iaelic poets who we’v tasfidifius in their 
verse, who loved little in thi*. world but some 
chance li«iht in it which reiniiideii them of fairy¬ 
land, or w'fio, if they were in love, hived their 
mistress less for her own sake than because some 
turn of her heael, or “ .1 h»ain-pale bre.i'.t,** carried 
their impetuous iniagiiK'iions past her beauty into 
memories of 1 lelen of *l’ro\, Deirdre, or some 
other sxmbc'l of that remote and perfect beauty*,' 
which, however man desires, he shall embrace 
only .It the end »if rime. I think the wives or 
mistressc-. <if these old poets !*»ust have '^ecn very * 
unh.i[ip\, for women wish to be loves• for what/ 

the\ know about themselves, and lo.* the cender-s 
• » 

nes> w'hich is m their he.irts, and net because som^'. 
coloured twilight invests thenn with a shadowy 
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'beaiity not their own, and which they know they 
can never carry into the liuht of day. 'Fhese 
’^poets of the tnnisicnt look ami the evanescent 
light do not help'iis to live our daili lile, hut they 
do somethin'^' \vln\h is as JIe^.e‘*^al■v. 'I hey 
educate and refine the sj^irit so that it shall not 
.'come altoeerher without any understan«liny of 
delicate loveliness inlii the Kingdom of Ile.wen, 
or gaz-o on 'lirnam «>e with the crude hl.ink mis¬ 
understanding of Ci'ekiicv tourist-i stirini; up :U 
the stupendous dreams inctiin'il on the roof of 
the Sistine k'hapel. '1 he-ie tasiidioiis ^corners of 
ever) da\ and its ii.'■erects are alw.us l(Kikiiu« 

throuL'h nature for “ ihe lierh-. befi-re ihe\ were 

0 

in the field and ever* <!<i\vvr belin'e it urew,” and 
through wtnnen fn* ••; l.\( win* w.is in the iniani- 
nation ot the J.o”d , < r*re 'die was tmboJied, and 
we all need this refini.ie vi'-inii inoie than \\v know. 
It niav be askid ol u-* herealtei wlu n we iniuld 

p 

mount ii;> into ih< tower^ «'! M.ifn, “ How tan 
you desire the beaeii }(iii luxe noi '■een, who luxe 
not sou'^ht Ol- loxcd «ts shadow' in the world r ’* .uid 
the (ia tes of I eorX m.i x n• 't sw'i n 'a o| »en .U 11 u r k nf )c k. 
I'his xxiil nexer be s.nd to Seiiiuas ()\^'ilhxan, 
who is ahvaxs xwiitin^ *>11 the transient hmk and the 
eviiJU'SLent lii'ht to build up out of their riiuem- 
bered bcaiitx the Kingdom of his 1 iiavcn: 

Kii I I I . I !r ' , , 

W !■'•! ' A »’ I. 

IllllPi 11.*', f M 'I'" 

Earth has no stead.x Ixaiitx as tin ia!m-«*ved 
immortals have, but their ini.iue ^lininuTj on the 
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waves of time, and out of what instantly vanisi^s. 
we can build up something within us which xnay^ 
yet grow into a calm-eyed immortality of loyelw 
ness, we becoming gradually what wc dream of,;; 
J have heard ]'e<i|ile complain of the frailty of 
these verses of .Seumas O’Sullivan. They want^ 
war songs, plough songs, to nerve the soul to 
fight or the hand to d«i its work, 1 will never- 
make that comjd.iint. 1 will only complain if the 
strife <'r the w'ork ever blunt mv sen«es so that T 
will pass by with an impatient disdain these* 
delicate snatehings at a lieaiity w'hii.h is ever 
fleeting. Ibit 1 would ask him to remember that 
life never allures U" twice with exactly the same 
cnchantr>’ent. Nevt r .igain will that tress drift 


like a w'oven wind made visible (jul of l\)radise ; 
never again will tint lifted hand, foam pale,, seem 
like the springing up of be.iutv in rho world ; 
never a sceoiul tinn. will that white l>row remind 


him of the woiiderinl white towers of the city of 
the gods. ’J’o seek a second inspiration is to 
receive only a sec''ml-iate inspiratK)n, and our 
poet is a little too tbnd of lingering in his verse 
round a few things, a face, the sw'aying poplars, 
or sighing reeds w'hich had once piped an alluring’ 
music in his eais, and whi'.h Jic longs to hear 
again. I le lives fiot in tofi trail a world, but in- 
too narrow' a worlo, and he sh uld .ailvcncure out* 
into new worlds in the oLi qiie^t. ffe has 
become a maste** of Iclicatc and miisiLal rhythms.' 
I remember reading .Seumas O’Sullivan’s first, 
manuscripts with mingled pleasure and horWi^J 
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% 3 r''his lines often nin anyhow, and scansion 
adeemed to him an unknown art, hut I feel hunihly 
now that he can a subtle ([uality into his 
'music which I ccnihl not hope to acquire. I 
would like him to catch ^ome new and rare birds 
with that subtle net of hi*', anil to beyiii to invent 
more beauty of his own ami to seek for it Ic'^s. I 
believe he has ^rot it in him tf) do \vc*ll, to do better 
than he ha^ ilone if he will imw rr\ to use his 


invention more, 
tive in them, like 


The poems with a ‘'lii'hl iiarra- 
“ I he Portent ” or the “ S.iint 


Anthofiy,” seem to me r'u- iii(»Nr pc-ifecr, and it is 
in thi« direction, T tliii k, he will -^iiccved lu-^t. 


He wants a sh^rv to keep hiin from be.itbm 
'musical and inetfective uinn*^ in the \oid. f have 


not said half wh.it I w.n.r to ^av aboni Sen mas 


O’Sullivan’s vers^', bat I kn-ov i.ie wmld will not 
listen lout; to the muMn'is nf (»ne ver^e-write*' (ni 
another. [ onb, ho»ie this l''•!e nhP seinl '•ome 

m * 


readers t«^ their b.ioks -Her foi Samnas O’Sullivan’s 


poems, and tint it n av help them to '.tiuly with 
more uiuicrstaiiiliniif a mind that 1 love. 


1909. 
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I’fik :i 'jcncnirion thc' IrUh l'aril'4 h.ivo ctuitMVonrcd 
to live in a palace of art, in eh.nnhers luini* with 
jlie cniliroKlered cloihs an.i made ^!iin with pale 
li^his .uul Druid (wiliiiluN :nid the p;e'odiL^ they 
Tiio^t MuiLihr for utre half "oiiiulic •• 'I'hc art 
of an <.iriur a^'e heynn snftly, to «.'ju it'i sont>s 
with a rhrtoriial I*: ire of M)in)d. 'riu* niehidies 
of rhe iH-'v '•thill)] neiian (lose to the ear and died 
awav in eii'^taiues of iho soul. Iwen as the 
prophet f.f olvl was warned to take off his shoes 
lK*eaii-e the plue he stood on wjs holy '.■round, so 
it seenu’vl for a whih in Irtlaiui a^. if no poet (oulJ 
he .iLC'i pted unh'-s lie left outsitle tlv demet-nts of 
poitry that ver} loetii. nmiif ihe h'sh and lost 
all eoneem ahoiii it'* haoits. lie lould not enter 
pnle.s he moved with the linht and dieamv foot- 
fall of spiiit. Mr. Yeats was the cJiief of this 
et let til school, and his poetrv at its hes.t is the 
most fiL* lutiful PI Irish litera^ii.w. the'c 

crowded after hin a whole ho de of \e’ /-writers, 
who sewed the most obvious ,»nilv)lj lu used and 
standardized tliom, anil in iheii wririii^s one- 
wandered ahi ut, jiaspinif fn’ fre-^h air and sun* 
liyhi, fur (ho Celtic boul seimcv! I)uuiid for ever 






by the pale lijjhts of fairy’Iami on rho HDrrli aiul 
by the darkness <»f forbidileii passion nn the -'Oulli, 
and on the oast by the sh.idowiiuss of all tilings 
human, and on rho west by ovor)thiiii» ih.it was 
infinite, without form, aiui \«'id. 

It was a uroat ivlnf r'» nio, |vr^(ni.'lK, who had 
.lived in the pilaoi Irisii art h>r a iinu\ ind h.id 
even contributod i hull- i.» its din-iu-s, to lu-.ir 
tnitsido the wal^-« n v* a;'i. a sjui-Jx voiio 

blaspheming aiiainsi all ihv Ibrtmii.o, an-l \i«.latiiu' 
the tenuous afn .>s|'(K';-f h its “ iiiMnui tii'ti^.” 

'‘I'lUTOa'v j'oet^ w'uii t wii w'lh inh !hi‘ir 

beino, and who ini-'r wr I'ii i hmi 'm-H'*.', 

:uid thi'v brin:: ilRir p* ■ 'ai!' .!, if:, 's Jx, ixi.'h 

Jthom whiTcnvf rlun n* ■' aJi* • oi a'haiiio.l **!' 

SI. 'Dun' are ni * .it ' . • with ihi bur 

li.'ivc a,kind or'iii’‘-i'. . • ’ ii.:i i lunmin 

powers iiirjhr to tiii" i •' l.u'ilx. 

ith the bi"! If.IS I I ills 'll I I-<■ '''mI.''- 


spo.ire and \\ liM'i an, ■ i- mm '■ (mi in- Imh^x* 
a..tl soul, for wi’ Ice! d*' xxls.-le ii..* i * pi-akoiL'. 

With Ke.il'i, '^'■•llin, .’swi'.Ini!n«.-, .nd fur own 
oiu‘ loi11 ih.n iMi X is iw all msu-'Iii shi-ltcn- 


i**oni di'-.ieice.i slo uiu.'l'.lii 


thi xx.srid i.l 


iniauinaiion. Jaires >U|ih* ii-, r he Lh.inteJ in. 
//'.v/mv/'/'/.f, sai, ^ xvith Ills x\ III lie Iriii*:. f.ot 
no one siy I .un ipiiMi" Inni wit I; 
s,'Oire. ()ne nni '.n :!ie l»■^ukbIld in*, wmns 
:i.s well as flu* (Mulc, wirhoui in istm' rhir :hi* bird 
In the lu*du:ero\xs is poor ol’ irt wi incd lo niiic- 
beyond the T>ioiinr.iin-tops. ?,ji hi w l••■fu•shIn:^ 
it WfiS to find bomeboxly who was a poet W'itli-iui; 
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ii formula, who did not ransack dictionaries for 
ilead words, as Kor»sctti did to ,c»ct living speech^, 
whose natural pah^ions declared themselves with-' 
out the lea^t i-.le.i that the\ ouuht to he ashamed 
ot' themselves-, or he thrite refined in the crucible 
I)y the careful alchemist hefiH'c they eould appear 
in the diMwinLi-rooni. Nature lias an art of its. 
i)\\ n, .ind the natural emotions in their natural and 
passionate expression lia\e that kind of pictur- 
es(|iic beauty whi».h Marcus -Xureliii'^, tired, per- 
haps^oft he severe ortlu III* )\ies oft i'rc*fk and Roman 
art, nfened to when lit spoke ofiht foam on the 
jaws *if the \.-i]d hoar and the mane ff the lion. 

'flu re w'ert t-iileiues *)f sik}» an art in /;r- 
s/inn/: v.*, the fir*-! honk of Jame". Stephens. Irf, 
tlie poem tailed ‘ io.-'sils,*’ the uirl whi- flies and 
the hoy who hunts her are tollowed iii fliyht and 
jiirsLii^ with .i swift enen»v Iv, the poet, and ihc 
lines pant and i;:i''p, .md the fiiiure'^ fliiv up and 
ti(jwn the pa-iC'*. i he tneri*} treated i new foim 
in xer^e, not an orlh.i dox heaiitx, whith the tlassie 
artists would lia\e adrn-ted, hut siu h jn\.turcsque 
heauti .IS Mauus Aur litis found in the foam on 
the jaw's of the wdd hoar. 

I alw.iX'. warn t«> find tiv fundamenial emotion 
out of whith a ooet writes. It is c.isx tc» do this' 


with some, with wTifei*^ Ii’-.'' Shchtv and Words- 
worth, for ihe\ * liked mu«'' of ah'.!, tt things, 
and a man r.ever reveals hiir'clf fiolv as when 


he iloes this, wh' »i lie trie- m> mieri ixi n.ature,* 
wh.en he has to fill darkness with h ^ht, and chaos 
with meaning. A man in.i\ speak about his own 
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heart and may deceive himself and others, hut ask 
■ him to fill empty space with siirnificajice, and what 
he projects on that screen will be himself^ ami you 
can know him e\en i\s hiTcaltcr he will In* known. 

f ■ 

When a poet puts hi^ car to a shell, I kfUAV if he 
listens lonu enoiich he will hear his own destiny, 
'1 knew after reading ’I'hc Shell ** that in Janies 
Stephens we wcri u(jin,L' to h.i\c no sintrer of the 
abstract. There was nu hjinaii qiiility or ^tir in 
the blind elemental nuirnuir, and the poet drops 
it wth a sif^h fif relief ; 

^ >f ji I, • • 'UI t 

'!'(• If .11 .1 i.in 'I , I u, i!il luil. 

, From the rr.ul'liun - ji <iie world too he hreaKS 
•away, from the i;rea‘ n'linmiriiiLC i-hell whih 
l^ives luv.k t(' us oui l h ^ .uui (|iieNtioMifu*s aiid 
protest# ‘'Onihcd into suit, easelul tliuius aiul 
smooth O!t!u»do\ i-#rn|.l u cm ii--?, ti)r it wai shaped 
by hununiti to \\hi‘;».T i it what it wished 

to hear, h’-oin .ill suit, e-isiful lu-luis and silken 
complaLCiKies liie l.i^t In'*!! puet hi\ .ks aw.i\ in a 
book of iiisunv rioie. Hi i'i ihiiihit'ul even of 
love, the £>re.ite'-r urthoil()\’y of any, which su few 
have questioned, wniih h.is I'lvtciled all reliidor.s 
and will survive theoi all. Win i’ he writes c>t luve 
in “The Ked-liaired Man’s Uife" and Ihe 
Rcbo' “ he i-. not ‘ure th.vr th.it old inro\'if .iiii-ri of 
self-surrender is not a wioiii: to the '■oul and .1 
iJisloyalty to the Jfuilust in u 1 lis “ Duictr 
revolts from the .ippl.iiulin^ erowd. 'Ihe wind 
cries out ayainst the inference that the luaiitv <•!' 
nature points inevitably to an equal beauty of 
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spirit witliiii. riis enemies revolt against 
hate; his old man against his own gramblingjaff 
and the poef himself relicls againiit his own revoljs' 
in that quaiiil scTaj) of \crs»c he prefixes to thtf" 
volume : 


WliJl' llli* l.s., 

()l ni\ ali'i t. : 

'I'lic ultrl I will run 
An 111! I till '•nil 

As It ilillK 

Slip r riiiK ! 

lun I iin\i LlriliLii tu :'i.' Jculc : 

Aiul wli.tt's the U>{. 

()| mv .I'liu •('' 


lit does not revolt against the abstract likel' 
so many bec.iiise he is incapable oF thinking. 
Indeed, he is one oF the few Irish poets •vo have 
who is alwavs ihinkinu as he t'oes aloiij;. 1 le does 
not rebel against love beeaiise lie is not himself 
sweet at heart, tor the best thinu in the btiok is 
its iinFeigned luijiiariitv. So we have a personal, 
puzzle to solve wirh this perplexing waiter which 
makes us all the inor>‘ eager to hear him again. 
A man might be difiiLulr to understand and; 
the problen) of his jiersonality might not be 
worth solutioM, but it is not so with James 
Stephens. Fi -m a mao who can write i with- 
such pf>wcr a-*' he shows in these two stanzas 
taken Fniin *'TJie Street behind Viiirs”'we 
mil) expect higli things. Jt a vision seen 
with distended imagination as it by some chiy^ 
strayed from light: 
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Anil tlioujfh 'tiwt siIcMit, tlioiigh in) •‘Oiiiul 

Ciauh Irom tno daikiK'^ rhiLkli 'I'roaJ, 

Vet ilarkiK ' I mugs 

(rnm Mu' i!.' s tliiiigH 

I'li.ir .1' lii'V \\iiL iIl.iJ, 

TIk'} jiui i-t.i .iiitj ti.i! jiiiiiiul 

VSiili "U'llihv -li Mt ii.iit:. 


Vi I !.in Pul u.ilL ; lii.ii .ii\iii] iuw 
iMi'lii ..I i.ii.'!i I- \iiii I'ti* !>\, 

Ml-'I'*, ti'iu li I - ; ,i\\ 

Wii'i i ii'rnj\ ' ■ i.iv. 

1 .1 > ll••ln .1 '■■I :i!i ii i \i., 

iVl.gli[ «lii r ;!i 1 lii'ii, 

Orv.iiii. ilii.>r !i.iii> " ipi.'%.rv. 

There i- nuthiiiL: ni.)rc tiriM! .inJ powerful 
than that in T/.r Ctt^ / DrcxiJful A/;,'//. It h.is 
all the vapuroii^ hi'iii-r of .i Dore LirotiMjue, 
and \yll beir ex.iminiiUun heti'T. Hut mir poet 
does not as a rule wiite with such iiiinheved 
gloom. I le kri p< .1 '.rcic >1 tht-eil'iihu-ss, aiul even 
when he face^ terril-Ie ihiiii:' '.'e Kel eiinnii.ii.'ed 
to take his h.i»;d aiui ^o with him, f.-r he is m.istir 
of his 0^11 soi.l, iukI toll Laniiiit uil a uhimper uur 
of him. I le likes the storn^ of ihin:^'^, and is out 
for it. lie Jtas a perfect craft in rixorilin;^ wild 
natural emotirms. 'I'he vei->»' ui this first hook 
has occasion.ii f.iiills, hut as a rule the lines move, 
driven h) that inner eneriiv of emotion vhic h will 
sometimes work more metrical w'onders titan the 
most conscious art. J'he w-»rds hi^s at vou snme- 
times, as in “ 'The D.incer, ’ aiiii again will p' -It 
away with the Jelicaey of i.'iry hells a-* in “ I'lie 
'Watcher,*' or will run like deep fiver w.iter, as in 



40 IMAGINATIONS AND REVEftlES f 

“ 'rhe W hisipcrcr,” which in some moods 1 think; 
is the best poem in the Ixiuk until 1 rciul ** Fossil's 
or “ W hat 'roma> an Jiuile said in .i Pub.** They 
are too lont* ro print, but 1 must j^ive niyselt' the 
pleasure of qiiotin^r iho beautii'ul “ Man Leat,” 
with wJiich he loiie'.udcs the book, Indding us, 
not t'aiewell, but to aLLoinp.iiiy him cm t'urther 
adventure: 


\ii.: 

Unix, 

xk 

if III.irt, ill', iii^'hr :. 

1 111 

•Hi 

III. 

rtu 


.11 

1. Iinl X 1 t ri .Ilk, H'll 

till 

1 

•j'n 

c)t till • .1! 

! XX 

I'lt'.'i x.xx!'>i'i' .'.'ill III- •: 

'll 


'ft. 

XX .ll>i 

i'i.i! 1' III :iiL i'll 11 lill 

.li'. 

1 

1.. 


^ nil 

Ikiv 

1 

'. ill il I" II.X .I>|I! 

S> mil. 

IJ. 

11.0 

li 1' i> 

xi 

Ill i-lxi 'itiin c 1 ill' 


■ i« 


A: •• 

'.in Hi 

'1 

i!" • 1' Hill' 1 : 111 

1 

•r 


S' 1 

■! Ill 

Oi 

ill 1 -111 1 \ 1. 11 

. Ml 

1 ii. 

lllll. 

1 !> 1 

i' .li. 

1 ' 

1. >1} . 1 .1* l> 1 

■ ii 

■ Iil 

,1 

1 !>. 

1 I'i. 

til 

lllill iiil'i.lii, , IliJ V 

‘.i'll 

Xi . 

> fl 

M.l; 

1 .I'OX 

^ 1 

• . 'Xnli.l- I \\ 1 ■ 

i 1 

■Ill 

1 

Oii: 

In till 


iiri:i • Ill .r , .iinl 

1 i> 

■i X 

■ 

( fiv. 

UK X 

•■ill li.l ill, ■ I, 1 1 ' x 

11 

1. ■ 

:'. 

S'li : 

•1 1: 

X • 

■ 

1 .- 1 X 1 , 1 1 ' !> in 

- 

■ 

XX 'U II. .Ill 


Our new Iri^di jvki de« i.ired he was bound 
“ out to the sronn of tJ ii-;^.'',’* and we .ill waited 
with inteiesL tor Iun next utteiMiice. Would he , 
we.u the rt^t cap as the poet of the social revolu¬ 
tion, now Ii'Hl! o'.erdue in thc'-L I'.i.iiids, or wciuld 
he sini^ rhe Maisnll.iise ot wonianj'.iod, «'merging 

in hori’e-- fioni Peir uiiiltr.’ound k-. Jiens to.**' 

1 

make a still ereitcr re\olufu«n : lie ilu! neither. 
He- f'lri^ia all about the storm of t.irig*., and de- 
liubded us witli his !rror\ ot .M.u v, iht chai woman’s 
daughter, a tale of Dublin iile, so kindly, so^. 
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humane, so \ivid, so wise, so witty, niul so true, 
■that it w'ouki not be exaggerating to s^ay that 
natural huinantty in Ireland lound its first worthy 
'chronicler in this tale. 

We have a bccoiul \oluinc id' poetry tVt>ni 
James Stephens, Th>’ lliU hj / 1 le has 

climbed a hill, indeed, but li.is lound eniss-roads 
there leading in niaiu ilirectioiis, and sfcn’s to he 
a little jierplcxcd wiKther the sti>nM ot things was 
his destiny alter all. When one is in a eavc there 
is only one road wlmli leads out, but wlie.i one 
stands in the sunliuht tlH'>‘e aie endless mads. 
WV c ijoy hi-i per[ile.\u\, tm he h.is seateil hiinsell 
by hi. cross-jsj:ids, aoi: !ms tiieil Jii.iny tiine^ <»n 
liis lute, oliMuiislv in '.oulit whitli '.oiinds sweetest 
to his own ear, 1 ari iiif. .it .ilt in doubt as to what 
is be*-^. and I liupe n*' will ^:o i*n like W liiiinan, 
carry'iiiL' “ tJie old dLiitious buideii', int u .ukI 
w'omeii,’* wlKuwcr l-.e y k . l'«.r In. reteieiKCs 

to Deity, Plato undoubledi} woulJ h.i\e e\|■tiled 
him from his liepu'il'e ; 'ind ju.-.il\ mi, lor James 
Stephens tre.ns his y-'d verj much as the A Ini-an 
savage treits his feush. Now it i.'. siipplieated, 
and the nexi minure the idol i*; butKteil hit in 
unanswered prajer or a neuli.red dut\, .uid then 
a little later ou*- Irish Al’ritan tro'-riipy sweetly 
with his idol, amnuiny it* domestic .ifFaiis .itul 
the marnaue ‘)f lLa\en and hanli. Simeiinies 
our I'oct essajs tlie pastor..!, anJ in sheer i'ai,ety 
flits like any bini under th' boui.h'', .ni..l up u-h) 
th; sunlight. 'J here are in nis f*njun\ imps and 
•grotesques, and tauns and sat)rs, who come auiii- 
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moncd by his piping. Sometimes, jis in “ 
the poem of the mystery of womanhood, he is* 
purely beautiful, but 1 find myself going back toi 
his men and women ; and I hope he will not be" 
angry with me when I b.\y 1 prefer his tinker* 
drunken to his Deity sober. None of *»ur Irish 
poets has found Ci’od, at least a uod any but them¬ 
selves would nor be ashamed to acknowledge* 
Hut our poet dt)es know his men and hi'> women. 
They are not the shadow), W’Justlei-like decora¬ 
tive suggestions of humanity made b\ our poetic 
dramatists. They ha\e entered like li\ing 
creatures into his mind, and they bri.ik out there 
ill an instant*:; unfMi-Ljettalile passion or agony, and 
the wild words fl) i-p ti> the poet's brain to match, 
their emotion. I do not know whether the vei*scs 
entitled “ The Hrule ** are poetry, but tliey have 
an inna/ing energy ''f expresNinn. 

Ikit our poet can be lieautifui when he wills, 
and someiimes, too, he h.is largeness and graiuleur 
of vision and e\pressit;M. 1 xh# 1: at this picture of 
the earth, seen from nnd-hc.i\cn : 

.Vii.l Iw ii> iMicr* till, oirlh, .I'-K'.]■, 

K>kI«.<I '.Mill till. 1111011. Hl* .iv. llio \\linking soa 

rniiiul flu* wmlil III I'lr^'iMt i t I('\, 

'1 .iiiv'Wii,', tlic n: iiiiliglit III i.i iit'l'. ' >11111, 

\li 1 II..IK I '.IW iliL* wliiK ■ 'r..Ui ' iIxliU ■ 

()j ill' II ! |»iii -iiiii 1'• a l.ii.li.ii V 

'I'o win ili.ii' >(. 1 '', liii^'lii ji a i\i.'.iii'*- %l i\ 

* lliii ill'.' I lu I il will i‘\i' niliiii' 'Mill, 

'I'l'il Llii-i.r Ii1| tliL iiiii<iiii.iiii li |‘'|'••l, 

Si|iiiitlMu' trcii'Liiiliiiii Kii tli^ luiiiil Im 1.1 il cirtli, 

I'.acli niir-iiig iwcnu .e .1 liirOi. 





POmt OF JAMES STEPHENS' 43 

* 

' . 1 would like to quote the verses entitled 
'** Shame." Never have I read anywhere such an 
anguished cowering before Conscience, a mighty 
creature full nf eyes within and without, and 
pointing fingers and a'.ped tongues, .uititiparing in 
secret the bla'/in^; tondi miration of the world. 
And there is “ Hes^ic Bobtail," staiigering down 
the Streets with her reiter.iteil, in.irticulate expres¬ 
sion of grief, moxin^' like one of those wretched 
whom Blake descrilied in a marxellous phrase as 
“drunken with wmc ftiraottcii; and there is 
“ Sat.in,” where the i\corn!lenient of light and 
darkness in the twilig.it^ <if time is jierfcctly and 
imaginatively evpre' st\l 

The lit// fj I hi; ', ij a vcij unefju.il book. 
There are m.ui) vei m ' I'ull ol j'ower, which move 
withrflie free easy niDflon of the literary athlete. 

Othci*s betniv .iw'kw .'rvliie-'S, and stumble .is if the 

■ 

writer had steppeil tou suddenly into the sunlight 
of his [lower, and was da^ea and bewildered. 
There is some dift'ii'ion oi his fu uliies in wh.it J 
feel are b\wa\s ot h's mind, but the main current 
of his eneruics will, 1 am conxiiiced, urge him on 
to his inevitable portraxal of lumnnify. With 
writers like S] nge and Stephens the Celtic im¬ 
agination is leaving its 'rirnanoMcs, if' lldathaihs, 
i^s Manx Coloured f-ands and imjH*r'<»n.il moods, 
and is coming dowm t*) e.irth intent on xiLomus 
life and individual humanitx. I can see that tjierc 
arc great tales to be told and great ''ong. t(' be 
sung, and I watch the doini^s of the ijew-eomcrs 
with sympathy, all die while feeling 1 am some- 
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what rcninto from their worKl, for T belong to an 
earlier day, ;nul li'^len to these robust songs some¬ 
what as :i ghost who hear<> the cotk crow,-and 
knrw\s his hours are o\er, and he and his tribe 
must i!i appear into tradition. 

I'yi * 



Aur AM) I rrhKA'rrkK 


A IJlljJ'J I'\ Mu vr. I Ol f.. I. UM'l'. 

Aftfr (Iu- I'f 7'V (n'i,'//r In f Mtikinz 

' ih \\rii(r M-'ituR'. tD -'p' ik *>r .irr 
.iiiil 1 tcr.ii'iR ID ih'* nil* liRMl^i mViU vniu* 
coiir.»"t\ >iiKt il*' /.i.itli 111 ' Whi'-iIcT, his 
opin«'^!-Mt llu‘ 'i pcD'k'*1 .iM Mdin tlio 
niiDMl iiV'ls V\il!' W.l' ■) ilUl.Ml'R* i. pR-n. • uplcJ 
hnvc I veil ''liKim'Ii ii'.‘‘pt..! r tiu* si'i.lif'-. I In* 
artist \\hi> is 'ui ^ , h\ .1 i»‘fr.nv ’\oiilil 

I ■ 4 

lurdiv iv r iv w.m nu I'lci**.!’, Imf he 

listen*' vvnh ii-ipirn 1 li» .irv • ur ii-.'-'es- 

tioD .ilidu. il’-' jl his iii ur tin* l««r»n it 

sh«iali* lake. I h.id .1 friend, .111 .iitist ofsieipii., 
ami when we v/.Te Is>ili ^isiiii!’ ue .ironed luptiher 
about .111 til e(|iiil teinis. It ii.id mt liien 
occurred to nini ili.it inv intelli'^eme I niii'lit li.ue 
displayd in v.’-inMLj \ersc -.'id nor endtie me to an 
opinion aomii ni'-deiliipL'*, I'ur one d.i\ I liiiind 
llifti readni.". Mr. \\hi*-ll(r\ Tt'u U'Ci \l\ 
revolt ot art .it^ainst lileraliiie h.iJ reat rehiiid. 
After th.it, while \\i were nil pood fnends,*he 
made me feel that [ w.i'. m tiut-iiler, iiul when 
I vcntuied to plead for .1 narii'iial (.ii.ira(.tcr 
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in sculpture, his righteous anger—I might say^ 
his ferocity — forced me to talk of somethingi 
else. ' 

J was not convinced he was right, but years* 

after J beuan to use the brush a little, and i re- ' 

member juintinu a twilight from love of some * 

sTiMii^jo colours and harmonious lines, and when 

one of my literary friends found that its interest 

dejHiided on colour and foim, .ind that the idea 

in it ci'ulil jnit readily be translated into words, 

and t^'.it it left him wishing that I would illustrate 

my poems nr -omelhing lint had a meaning, 1 

veered round it ' lue and understood. Whistler, 

anil how fruilish I wa- to argue with John i lughes. 

I joined in the genenl iiiMirreition ot art against 

the dominalion of literature. J»ut being a WTiter. 

■ 

and much concerned with .ibstraet ideas, J have 
never had the comfort and happiness of those who 
embrace this opinion with fhc*ir vchole being, and 
when I was asked, to lecture, f thought that as T 
had no Irish Whistler to feir, 1 might speak of art 
in I elation to these unixersal ideas which artists 
hold are, ffir literature .iiul not .siibjecr m.itter for 
art at all. 

I must firsr sny it was not my wish to speak.-; 
With a wc'rM of noble and immortal fo-ms dll 
about iis, it seemed to me untirtiiig thar words 
without art or long i ibniir in tiu'r makin,. ^ho^Jld 
be advcTtiseJ .is an attraction ; tb.Jt anv one diouid • 
be expected to sit here for an hour t** listen t) me 
or another about a genius which speaks for itself. ^ 
1 was overrukd by Mr. Lane. lUit it is all wrong, V; 



•ART AND LITERATURE 

fthis desire to hoar and hold opinions about art 
^ther than to be moved by the art itsclt'. I knc)w 
"twenty charl.uans who will talk about art, but 
?nevcr lift their eye** to look at the pictures on the 
^wall. r rcimnibor an IriNh poet sj>eakini* about 
art a whc^le cveniiiL; in a room hiiri'* rouinl with 
' pictures In Constable, Mf)net, and others, and ho 
came intii thal niom atid went out of it without 

* looking at timse piirure-^. I lis interest in .irt w.is 

in the holdini; of opinions about it, and in beaniu* 

other opini(Mi<, uhiih he (<iuld .i|_Min talk about. 

I hope r hive made som * «;f \oii liel iine«>mf')if- 

able. I his n;a\, ]»erln;*^, seem maliiiou^, bui it 

is necc^sarr to lelease from tlie doi:m:is of 

■ 

• critics who a-L not ari i 

I wouKs not VC ptm ' to -pcMk here to-ninht if I 
thoujil'.t that anuhim- I '^'ji.j louM be laid buld of 
and be*tiirned inri» a f<».*»MuI.i, an 1 used afic-ruards 
to torment unfrtiui Mi- artist. An artist 

will take with n.uiine'" ubm- or Liitui^m from a 
fcllov.-arli'-i, so t.ir a* Iiis naiur.il vaniiy permits ; 
but he nrirhes uik!»t opinions i!eri\ed from 
Riiskin or 'IciKioi, thi yrear thei'risis. You may 
ask indimiantb., Can no one, tlien, spc.ik about 
paintinus tir statin s eveepi painters or modelleis ? 
No; no cme would eonJemn \oii to such painful 
silence and self--siippits-.ion. Artists would wish 
yoif to talk uiueasinuly about the enifiiions their 

{ )icturis arouse in you ; but, under piin ol m.ikii)i( 
ifclciiig enemies, do not su. jjest to n*tisri thu 
theories under which they ■ In^uld paint 'I hat 
is hitting below the belt. 'Ihc poor artist h> as 
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Hi id made him; and no one, not even a Tolstoi, 

is tomjH-tcnr to undertake his re-iTcation. His 

fellow-arti^}-. Will i-as*^ on |o him the tradition of 

u in-.' I he nru'h. I h ipav um* it well (T ill ; but 

wluii 'ou ek him to ipt hi'* in to illustmte 

litcri!} k 1 ( I*., or l■ 1 l|i^.d idiea^, vou art a .kint; him 

111 hii-.iii'i- .! IlfiTirv linn or a proa< her. The 

oihi ' an*' h.i'e iIkii* dlniom limit.iilon*.. The 

liteiait man sloe not .l.iie lo d.e'M.md of the 

mu .K lan that he '•hall he ‘ tientitie or moral. I'he 

I met- i‘* i*e in utteriu.' t\er\ knul oi .p-ofanitv in 

'OiiiiJ S'* Ion* .n ii 1 mu.il. Mii'itians have 

ti'inr UT ti' •lum-'eKt^. Ihit the i !!*,r is tor- 

mepttd. and a*ki ! to iifleit t'u th>'ii lit of his 

time. Ik* III! \ n .* .mariK what he i* i-ot»eemed 

« 8 

with; a'-J ihi iiior.-l uien whi-h he can 

imparl in .i '-a'l t'.ui(>r\ wav a.e tlu nviial ideas 
nituralb a *.«Ma!eil with Iw.miv in ir* higher or 
lowes f'lrnn. Ilu' ! thrik -Mi't’e of i,iu .ire nm- 
futmt: me in \oiii mwm miiu!> a* ihi- mument. 
Viiu 'ui\ !«' \' ur-.vlvc : “ lln* w^ lia\e all al\'Ut 
U-. ihe work* I.*'a l-ti.'* arri .1, wlii. e isi'-piration 
not one will unn. lie ii'ed. his .ut lo esj^ress 
L'l'iat tthuil iika^. He -'poke ijain and aj^ain 
ahout ike'll i\le i *. I le wa' proud that his art was 
dcviieated t'* their e\pp • -i,)!!.” \ am si^rr\* to say 

rh.ii he Jk! 'a\ •■■uiv thine* whk’* wi'nlJ have 
eiiiie.ired. h.im (n r'lUtoi a i i Uuskin and Tor 
whiih I re-'peit Ivn a', a man atK* ivh'-h as an 
■arn-t I depKa-e. I dipliiie hi* *pe.'’ii. ' i-f'ithical 
iiie.is a* the iinf itatum of hi'« an. hi air.-' I think 
they were only the insjiiracitm of his life; and 
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where he is» weike-t in hi-* .ippo.i' .is .in .irtist is 
'where he sii*;in!i>u. Li'ii'-v.ii'-iisli in in's .liii cthieil 
ideas wJiu !i iinJ t*Hir [Ti'fHT e'Ljtn » nwi in 
reliL:l‘in m* lirciviire *’! *. 


W It:-, w ' t'l eni 
its aid ih.* in .?e i li-h ■ , .■ 
in xii'in*' -II SI*.. <■» 

needed -ii. n • }.i 

the pme .r l* ' ..m !■ 

onI\ I .iri fill t- .1 : J.'i- .*• 


.1' f l>*. ■ iini’i'i I'liiii •*' 
(I !■:«. i.iiiiie ; i>i(t 
I I i* i'i\ ii .111 

i'- M ilh.r 

■ »: f 'u I I , .11 d 

eh s l\‘II iil'i.l \i-ii'ii 


of tin.- , 

W.i' 

in .1 

!■ .V.y 

1 

• ■ 1 

'1 '1*1 


I' 

' I Iv 

.■J 

1 !i ■ s 

spiriie.'.! r- 

■ 

t 


•. 

1 * 
\ 

.'1 

1 

1 

1 ' 

■ I,' 

1 


ab'i'li.'' 

• * t 

■ 1 \ 

iii 

f » 

i « 

■' 1 

1 1 

i; 

■ 4 

1 1 ■ 

in 

• 'I .l»'i 

tcj iii-.'i'. • 

1 IM i' I’l 

f 

■ « « 


1 ■ 

•1 

t 

• 1 

1 1. . 

1 

1 

iil'i 111*- 

love 1 - ’ll 

1 * * 


1 1 








(r ! . \ 

. \ • 

•' 1 


1 ll 



1 

.- ' 

I'll 

i* \i-f 

exp>es^ sr.i 

1 >1 

. .1 

• 1 ■ 

1 

1 1 


«f ■ 

1 ■! 1 

i 

'.'ih.tl 

to the b' • *1 

■ 1 'T 

M ■!! ; 

1'.. 

1 1 

S ■ 1 


r 

>ri lit 

1 1 

■ I n; 

in sMiie I'! 

M' 

'■ 1. 

1 

■ 

ff ■ 

1 

■ I’l. 


\ ' 

• 

' ■ ■* 

1 •. 
1 » 

A ,tl 

^^ill li.iM' . 


. I ,« 

: .'I 

1 f 

■ I • 

1 

' 1 

1 

111' 

\ ' 

t 1 ». 

^ nn wil 

1 

.. ■ 

' ". II. 

t 

■1 

IT 1 t 

•\ I 

' • 

■ 1 

1 • ■ 

i.ll 

ivlea- ■ I . 

n 


.! ; 

1 ■ 

1 ’■ 

■ 1 


t'l ll 

:iht 

1 J-i. 

re-Trii te ! -, 

. i! 

in w 

■1 • 

ilf 

1 

1 

1 1 

11 

1 !•'. 

1 * 

' ■ ■ ll * 

jni-1 li 

I .. 

1 

. - ■■ 

b 1! 

e.J 

, f * 

■ 

1 

% 

n. 1 

1 II 

.• 1*. 

ih inf lire 

lie 

(iri.'i .1 

.il. 

I 

1 

• • 

III 

•f 

,1 

1 *1 

‘ ''Tl 

nitji.ll.'’ in. 

] Ic* 

.1.1 till 

•. 1 

* ll"! I 

i 

■ i -11 

r 

t • 

1- 

1" 

iM 

iTiii-'i l-e ' 

» • 1 
■ ■ 1 

1 ' 111 

• r 

k t 1 

II ■ 

111 

1 .* 

1 

’'1*1 

1* .111- 

de.n* new - j •. 

. 1S,.I- 

:*ii M t' 

.. v • 

l« 

If • 

i II 

I' 

: .'4 

1 . 

■' 'M 

to altniii'le 

(ll • 

' 'll 

M l 

'. l\ 

■ • 1 

■ « 

■1 

1 

; I' \ 

(.? i 

■ Lt: 

me : 

'i.sr 

i -.n : 

n. 

\- 

1 'J 

1 

• 

■ 

! . ! ’ 

If 

1 * * 

' 1 

es^ieiiri.iih ni'i.i 

e.*!, 1 

let 

III 

'. \1 

■ ■ 

1 1 

1 

nr 

n- 

■ 

ll' e 


to paint ctuiiLs I'icim Mjmethiiia 'ten, Liiker i v.iiily 


I 




so IMAGINATIONS AND REVEKlfiS’ 

of colour or form or tone. It may be lipht whicl^ 
attnicfs the arrii^r, or it m.iv lie some dimming of- 
natiir.il iinril they '•eem to have more of th^'* 

hi\eline‘.s of mind than of nature. Hut it is the^ 
o’^thetii, i’"t the moral or ethical, n.itiire which is 


stirred- *1 lu I'it.tiire may at'terv.irds be called 
“ Chaiifi," IT “ h'aith,’* <ir “ JJi^pt ami any 
of the-^e vvMi'ils may make an apt title. Hut what 
1 ( 10111 ' up betore the vision of tlie aifi'-t first of all 
i^ .in imi'.ACi .uul th.it is acccj^ted on nccinint of its 
full, s fi.r .1 picture ; ami an imatic which w.is not 
pii. ferial noulil be reietU’d at ome l«\ ‘Uii true 
artist, whellwr if was an illu'.rr.iiion (.' ihc noblest 


moral lomepiM.n or not. Whethef a piiture is 
mni-.d el imniora! will d.epeml u]'on the character'* 
of the .I’tist, and ivit upon the subitiT. A man 
will cemimiifuate his character in e\cr\thing he 
touches. He cannot escape comiijunicatini! it. 
He must be conteiif with that sdenr witnc'-s, and 


not tr\ ti» lc‘t the virtues shout oiii from his 


pictures, 'riic f.ict is, art is e^seiifinlli .i sjaritual 
thiiiti, ami it- vision 's juTpetuallc lurneJ to 
ultimatc-s. It imleiinable is spinr is. It per¬ 
ceive > in life and nature iluve incic*fiii.ibh rel iturns 


of one thine to .inotluT which to thi* religious 
thinker MiLii'est .1 m.iMer iniii.i in nature — i magi- , 
cian of the beaiiMlul at work fici.i hcun to hour,' 
from nuunent to riomenr, in i iicwer-c iMiiu and 
scMenin ch.'.n'jt motion in tlie •iea\cii'., ii- the per- ' 
pelu.ll .iiul marvellous bieathiii:j f -th ot winds, in" 
the motion of w'.iters, .imi in rh, luu’nciiiig evolu¬ 
tion of gay and delicate form" of ie.if and wing. ^ 
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Ihe artist may bt* no philosopIuT, no mystic; 
«Jje may be with or without a moril ^eiisc, he may 
'not believe iii nii'rc than lii'^ c\e can -ee ; l)iit in so 
.'far as ht ean day ii-.t*) iuMiit tul aiiil mo\in:r 
forms ht i-« inrt.uin^^ ; when hi*' e\e has 

‘ cau£iht \wrh ileii-ihr -^tine sui'tle nlatiini herween 
■ colour atnl i.iiuui tlieiv i ’u\**tKis]n in In', mmuii. 
[ am not ■.ooicjne.i heic lu jM-ow* ih.ir there i^ a 
spirit in natuiv or liu'n.inir\ ; but bn tho c who 
ask ti-mi irt i *eri'ius me^M^e, lun, ! -ay, is a 
wav ftf rei ei\ iri,' Irum . 1 ‘t .in iriiin ih.- niiist 

• ^ I 

protouni tliu »*'. in i.:r r'■•••’■,i-. W ;i *11 'I'U ask 
from t’le arti*! 'h.u lie • .« ulj le.un \ m, I'e laieful 
that \*'ii ar;. *.«a .I'l"*; him (1 ik- "bvi-iu.^ to 
* Utter '•l.iri'.ii h-.—t'-Mf i-ia aie «• »t .lAin.i l.nn fo 
debase hw .ir* to iki . uiijs t'oi vvlioare 
too ip'^ilent to 1 i'lUh t • '‘h'* mmiMi ii>u hut want it 
brought t" \i)iir feel I luie j''*u[‘le who pis*', 
by a iiiu tunic ''v llei, en i\ I’.'iin.-hi by 
Corot, .sik‘ \v|i.' w n j^r ..li-i' il\ b fun- i N'kI 
Patou a*- it il.} wt.. in .1 t'Th'^r.il. Is ticul, 
then, onl} pre-tp* whe'n lb' N.une iirtireJ? 
When wi i. ill i hL'ur*’ lioiei-; Ih .ih, J'k i« a id 
dignity to u? '\ iiat i. the le.i! ir.'.piialMni we 
derive fimr. th.ii nulile tied^'i In Mr. Wari-r 
Not the loinp!diifi'i •»! f! lii'.e. not it i- n.nii'e 
uf peath, I ".it .1 nxeliriini ft the iurov a 

human turin m' eMi's'—. j, ii n-ii '•'••ri n# i; o# 
^know that m.in or wmiian i.m li'ok hi'tdi'-sTe, 
that they ».an we.ir an .i-.pi-n ^ueli .is we ri'iMinc 
.beiniigs to the nnmr'rtals, .uu: to fei 1 tii.it it n in i. 
!.madc in the imar^c of his Creator, his Crctitor is 
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the firthfiypc nf iu» iLinnhlc thin^ ? There were 
iiiHTidrt.il pi>ut‘r. in U att''* mind when those 

111' in ir; hut they were neither- 
'I'luu- ii"i n. .iin. I Ic u r.itluT ncir to 111*4 own 
ill'll)'ri pe, >^11.1 in tint in whuh l\nier* 4 on 

w.i. when lu .iM, “ 1 tiu ijnpc't’ei 1 iuiori my own 
ptifi t.*’ fiuith 1 >\ tiiiiih, .1'. rlu* piitiire was 
I'liilt lip, he w.i- heLomiiiL* l«hi‘'».)«'11s ol' some 
irifuitii- mail- 1 \ in In. ov.n n it lire, an ! it wa*. tor 
hini'ilt more than tor ns Ik* \wirkid. “The 
iii.ilioii i' to tin. orator,” sa\ \\'"tnian, “and 
cij-n* most li.v k to him.” 'I'he .si*' i, as> lie 
enates ,1 !'• ninriil I'.iim our-jile h*." «IT, uvles 
within Iniii^tit, or id"iits t** hi^ heiii^ ». noMcr 
heaiiti th.in hi. •.. es hi\e ■ een. 1 11^ n.'^piratifin ' 
i*. spiritual in it. .m,! tlur^ is ,i|v.i\^ in it 

some str.iii'..:e * tor\ (•] the iJiM-y ui'the Kin#;. 

With man and hi, wmk we lonst take tirher 
a spi1it11.1l <M‘ .1 n11te11.1l I'oint <■! \i(W. All 
halt-wa\ iKliet's .ne remioii'i .nu! i!!"-Kal. I 
I'rel'er the spirttiid vt.'i its ailmi* 'ion ol ir.L.diul- 


al)le ni’.ster'. jn.i lop .ime 111 n.itiin, where wc 
■ ■ 

iiiul the intini'e ti-LLvl I'l t.he at'»ni, .’iid feel Imw 
in tile iin«..ni».I'liis ies,ili anil l.ilx'iir />f 711.10*5 
hand til'* J*tei'i.‘l is workm:: It.* wi*'. Voii may 
>a\ th.ii tin* li. loiii.'^ more rc* p^wl-.ih jy tii.in to 
art i-.pi. h.' I i»ii tr\i '■ ti-1 -..ke • ie.:r to vou 

I 

aiKl !i* niv.Liri'i riiiti.«!i u ki. rhi n.ii which 
is'in litei.iiiii'e'P. *1 riLilitl) 1 >. torkt. t* ion which 
is art. \re lire* tiire .I’ul el*i;-. o* v'.i.lare to** 

art Us sulMiat- ? Is u ri-jht to r. a»'J that the 

aiiibtV work shall have an ■'hvlol■.^l>’ intellifiriWe 
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' infissapc or which the intellect e.in ah- 

. struct truMi ir .im! rtlut to ilu* ^.oiiiiiur of life r 
Wy belief i- rhai rhe r;ii'>r iitei.iriiie »..in ili* i.s to 
help U» interpui urt, ..’u! t'-.i'' .in i-rt'vr- to it, .I'l 
nature Jie^. 1 Msinn xf l>e..iirv, iuit of uiulelineii 
. si^niti.. iiue. 

N«» <irit .i''!.- or e\t' C!*- th(’ to '.h.lpc 
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belief. Now, art has great influence, but T do not 
believe this or any other picture would stop a man 
beating his wife if he wanted to. Art does not 
call sinners to repentance ; that is not one of its 
powers. It fullils rather another b.iying : “ Unto 
them th.it have much sh.ill he. given,’* bringing 
delight to those that are already sensitive to 
beaiitv. IVh own conviction is that ethical 
pittures are, if aiu thing, immoral in their influ- 
ciue, as everything must be th.it forsakes the law 
c)f its own being, and that juttiirLs like this only 
aild to the vanit\ of people so riglueoiisly minded 
as to be aware of their o\mi \iilue. We will 


alway^ h.i'e tlie^e toneessioiis to ph.ises 

of thought. We ha\e had reipiesis for the 
scieiuifiL painter--the man who will paint nature 
with ueoloLiie-il aecuncy, ami man in atefird.ince 
with e\oliilioiiarv dognus. IJe will find his 
eloquent literary defemlers eneh.inted to iind so 
miuh learning to jioini to in his work, but it will 
all p.iss. ’1 he true irtisi will •'till be instiiu lively 
spiritual. 

Now I have used, the wi^rd “ spiritual ** so 
often in connection with art that you ma\ leason- 
ably ask for some definiiion of m} meanin,i/. I 
am afraid it is easier to define sjnntii.dity in 


literaliire than bi art. 


I 5 ut a iiferar. definition 


may help. Spi.iiualiry is i!'«' power c»“rain mi lids 
have of apprehending forn.kss spirbiMl essences, 
of seeing (he elern.il in the liaii'iiory, o*'rcl.iting 
tlic particular to the universal, th.e l\pc to the 
archetype. 
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( ' While I give this dehnitioii, I hope no artist 
?will ever be in&.mc enough to make it the guiding 
.'principle of his art. 1 shudder to think ot any 
''conscious attenipc in a picture to relate the rype 
to the arihot}pe. It i** a philcsophic.il definition, 
solely intended foi the >peet.itor. 1 wish the 
artist only to paint hib vision, and whether he 
paints this, or another w'orld he imagine^, if it is 
art it will he spiritual. I h.i\e gieen a deliriitiori 
of spirituality in literature, hut how now relate it 
to art? How illustrate its prebenec ? When 
Pater wrote his fan oir. ilL-vriptlon of the iM«ina 
Liba that intense a*.d eniLtmaiK f.Ke had ivoked 
a b['intu.il mood. \\ lien he s.iw in it tlu suinnied- 
up experienee c'f m.’ny generations (jf luimanity, 
he lelt in the piei..!e that ielation *jf the |\irtieular 
to the unner^al ii.ive sp >ken of. When we 
find luinnr. for superhuman 

dignity, as in \\. * figure; 'lime and Death, 

or in the J'hiirian i -hies, iIh tvpe is there melting 
into the an liet) |'e \\ hen Millet paints a peasant 

figure of lo ila) \\ .th scmie gesture we imagine the 
first Sower nue Jiave ii^ed, it is the eternal in it 
wliieh makes the transitory inipre‘-si\e. lint these 
are ohvioiis iiibtantes, yon will say, chosen from 
artists whose pictures lend themselves to this kind 
of exj'osition. What about the ait of the land- 
s&pc painter ? Lhideniably a form of ait, wheie 
is the spiritn.diry ? 

1 am afr.iid my intelh* t is not equal to taking 
up every picture that mi'j''t be i^uggcsud and ii.sing 
it to illustrate my' meaning, though 1 do not think 
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I would despair of finally discovering the spiritual" 

element in an\ picture 1 felt was art. 1 lowevcr, T- 

will go fiirtluT. We have all felt some element of 

art lacking in the painter who goes to Killarncy, 

Itah, or Switzerland, and brings us back a faithful 

representation nf umleniablv beautiful places. It 

is all there—the l(;ftj »iu)iint:iins, the hikes, the 

local colour; but what enchanted us in nature 

does iKit touch us in the puture. W hat \\c want 

is the sj'iirit of the place evoked in us rather than 

th ‘ place itself. Art is neither pictured botany or 

gCi-Iogy. A great land'.i.ape is tlu expression i>f 

a nuiod «if t'u* human mind as d.elinitely as music 

or i^Mirrv is. ’I he artist ccmmiinic iting his 

own euiotioiis. ! here is some lUV'-tiL '•ignificance 

in the lolour he cmplovs ; aiul thcti the doorways 

are (ipened, and we pa^s fnnn sense into soul^ \Vc 

are looking into v soul when we are looking at a 

'rurtier, a Coroi, I'r a Whistler, as s'lrelv as when 

in dream we tind ourselves moving i»i sf'r.gc 
• • • • . 1 '^ 

countries whieh are vet within iis, cf>ntained for 
all their seeming intinuikli’s in tin* little hollow of 
the Iiriin. Ail rliis, I think, is undeniable ; but 
perhaps Hot many of yai will follow me, though 
you may understand me, if J g(» furliier and say, 
that in this, art is line cm^cion- ly also i\ idling out 
t«> archcMpes, is lifting il-x‘lf up .o w ilk in that 
garden of the Jlvine impu vvIutc, . the first 
Scripture savs, it created f^iowtr* bdbre they 
wrre in the liekl and every herb .vtoic i grew/’ 

A man nia\ ^it in an armchai; .in.: tr.r.el farther 
than ever Columbus travelled ; and no one can say 
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jlLOW far Turner, m hi*? search after light, had not 
journeyed into the lo A Juicn, and he himself may 
nave been there most surely at the last when his 
pictures had become a bl.v/e of inc(jherenl li^ht. 

You may say now th.it I have objected to 
literature dominatinu the arts, and \et I have 
drawn from piaures a most comjilicaiedi theory. 

■ 1 have felt a little, indeed, as if I was m.iivhing 

■ through subtleties to the disinemberinent of my 

mind; but [ do not think 1 have anvwhere con- 
tradicted mjself or sii.v^e’^ted that an artist shouKi 
work <m these -^neLi" .. ’1 he-.e may ritihily 

' arisi. in the Piind of liu* f>nl( oker wht> will regard 
a work ot .irt wilh his whc'le natu'*e, not Merely 
'with the iesthetii ..Jee, ajid wlio will jiatu»*alh 
pass from the fu'^t oi of vision into a p-iuho- 
logic tl tiiulv as, ,\ ^T.ifoun' natuie will always 
awaken I'rofoimd teileithm-. 'l liere aie he.id*? 

bv Da \imi .k iiue’e-tin . ui ilun hum.init\ as 

■ * 

Hamlet. Wl’.tn we •'^e eves ih.'t teniju and 
allure with !•;»'' vi'j.mal tii their |■"ntv, we feil in 
the face a union (.1 thinu^' vviii>.n the dual nature 
of man i*? eterm.llv ilesipiic.. It is ilie m.'rriii'-e 
of hcaw lul hell, the uijk nr.r anJ He'ih, 

each wiili their uncurbed ile- ; and wh.it i'. !m- 


possible in lib i; in his art, and is <'iie oi the '^e^rets 
of its siran'.ie lasiinaiion. It mav seem i-ari- 
doxical r«> s.m' of W.itis—a m-.n of nenui-, who 
was always preuliinn thm-igh in'* art—rh.if i*,is 
'very difht ult (jj find w hat h realJv expn-* ',e-. \u 
one is ever for a moment :n iloi.b: aiv-i't w!i if is 
expressed by Kossctti, 'I'urner, Millet, Corot, or 




many contemporaneous artists who never preachecL 
at all, but whose mood or vision peculiar to them¬ 
selves ii> easily ilcfinable. \\'ith Watts the effort 


at analysis is confused: first by his own statement 
about the ethical significance of liis works, which 
I think misleading, because while we may come 
away fnmi his pictures with many feelings of 
majesty nr beauty or mystery, tJie ethical spirit 
is not the predominant one. 'That rapturous 
winged spirit which he calls T.ovc Tniim))hant 
might just as easily be called Music or Song, and 
another alleiiory l>e attav.hed t<* it w'ithmit ouf 
fecliiiL' ai.y n)ore speci.il fiiness or unfitness *n the 
explanation. 1 sec a beautiful exultant figure, 
but 1 dc) not fell love as the fundamental mood in 


the painter, as I feel the religious mood is funda¬ 
mental in the Angeliis of Millet. I do not need 
to look for a title to rh.it or for the painting of 
'[’he Shepherdess to teel how earth ami her 
children iia\e become one in the of the 


painter ; that the diepherdess is ni#t the subject, 
nor the shci'p, nor tJ;o still evcMiinci, but altogether 
are one mfKJci, one beiriL:, in whieli all thintis move* 


in harmony and are guided by the ( Ire.it Shepherd. 
Well, 1 do not feel that laive, or Charity, or Hope 
are expressed in this way in Watts, and that the 
ethical spirit, ss not fun.: miciu.d witii him as the 
religious spin*- is with .^lillc■^. 1'.* has an in¬ 
tellectual ctjiiception of Irs mor.il idea, but is not 
emotionally ob'^essed by it, aiid the basis of a' 
man’s art is not to be found in his intclIcctuarK' 
conceptions, which arc light things, but in 
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•^aiacter or rather in his temperamont. We 
;fcnow,for all the poetical circunist.inces of Kos^ictti's 
^pictures, what desire it is that shines out of those 
;tirdeiit faces, anil how with J-ei,£ihton “ the form 
ialone is eloquent,** and that 'riirner*s (lod was 

• light as surely as with any Persian w<;rshipper of 
.the sun. Here and there they may have been 
tempted otherwise, but they never strayid far 
•from their tLiiiperamentiil way of e^pressing 
themselves in art. So th.it the first thiiiL’' to be 

• dismissed in tr)inL; to iinderst.ind Watts is Watts* 

own view of his an ind its inspiration. Jle is 
not the first ilistiii.^ wished man whose intelleet 
has nut j'*r«)ved njwal i«) expiainini* riuhrlv its 
•sources of power. Our iieM dillKiilty in dis¬ 
covering the re.il Waits arises liei.aiise he did not 
look at jiatiin* or Iif" t'.irevilv. 1 le was overci’ine 

by great tradition •. I Ic almost iH’rsistenily looks 
at nature throiijji one or »wo \i-ih. 'I here is a 
Phidiiin veil .ind a Venetian or i.ither an It.ilian 
veil, and ariiost even thing in life .nut nature 
which could not be e\]>res^ed in ferins fii' thes-e 
traditions he itTnored. I miuht sav that no artist 

I ■ 

of equal genius ever painted |*ii lures and hrmight 
so little fresh observation into his art except, 
perhaps, Jim/ic-fones. lioth these .iriists tivni 
to have a secret and refined .svmp.ithx with 
Fuseli’s famous outburst, “ Damn Nature, she 
always puts me out ! ** I'.ven when the drier 
'came, Watts seems to havi' been iine.isv unliss fic 
could turn him into a Venetian noblem.in or 
person of the Middle Ages, or could disguise in 
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some way the fact that Artist and Sitter belonged; 
to the nineteenth century. I le docs not seem to* 
be aware that pec)])le must breathe even in pictures."’ 
Ills skie-j rest solidly on the shoulders of his 
figures as if they were cut emt to let the figures be. 
inserted. If he were not a ni.ui of genius there 
W'ciuld have l)Len an end of him. Jhit he was a 
man of genius, and we imi^'t tr) to understand the ' 
meaning of his ac«e})tance of tradition. If wc 
understand it in \Vatts we will understand a great 
deal of tonteniporarv art and literature which is ■ 
tailed derivative, art issuing out of art, and ' 
literaturi- out of literature. 

'I'he faet is that this kind (‘f art in ^vhich Watts 


and Burne-J(Mit ^ \^ere pioneers is jui art ^^hieh has"* 
not \et ciJiiie to its tulmination or to .my perfect 
ex})ression of itself, 'rhere is a genuinely in- 
di\idua1 impuKe in it, aiid it is not derivative 
mcrel\, although .ilniust e\ery pha^e <»f ir ^an be 
related to earlier art. It h.is luithing in ts.inmon 
with the ''fj-eal|al •■rami ■^iJiool of painting which 
j'rodined wouhlc'-s imitations ol Michael Angelo 
and Kaph.iel. It i^i feeling oui for a in‘w world, 
aiui it is tr\ing t*» use tin. older trjvlitioji as a 
bridge. ’1 he oKler art held uji a mirror lo natural 
forms and In )Ught them tuaier t(» iiian. In the 
perfeil tulmi.-ation of this nt-v. .irt ine leels how 
a complele th. nge nughi lake pku and natural « 
forms he iiseJ to ex|»re‘'S . u intern.• *nture or the 
soul of the .irti ^ Colour, aiu. forms, like w'ordsi'* 
.ifter the lapse of centuries, er.I.iige their sigiiifi-.^; 
caiiLC. Ihe earliest art was jirobably simple and*;-'! 
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^'literal—there may have been the outline of a 
J figure filleil up with sfMiie flat colour. 'Fhen as 
;«?art became more complex, colours began to have 
an emotional meaning quite apart fn>m their 
original relation to an object. 'I'he arti'it bcizins 
yuncon‘^^.iou''ly lo relate colour more intimately to 
"his own temperament th.in to external nature. 
At last, after the lapse of aues, some sensitive 
artist beiiin^ to imaL;ine that he has ».liscovereil 
a complete Ianuui*ae capable <if expressing any 
mood of miiki. 'The passing df eeiituries h.is 
cnricheJ exerv lohni.-, mil lefr ]i relateJ to some 
new phase of the soul. Phiilian «ir Michael 
Angelescjue form. i. ilher iMeir o\mi peculiar 
’asaocialion'- of i!i irit/ cn* power. In fact, this 
new art uses the I'ornss f»f the okl as svmbols r)r 
hieroglyphs to exrress niofc complicateil ideas 
than the older artists tn'ed to depixt. 

Watt' ne\ir ii'empie'*, ior all iiis admiration 
of these nun, to fellow the.n in their cflb.-ts to 
realize peib tl} rhe foini' that the\ conceivetl. 
Thev h id lione thi* onci' and fir .ill, and rcoetition 
may hive seemed unneLessarx. lJut the lofty 
temper axx.ikened bx rho-e stuiu'iidous creations 
could bi .iroused by a “'iiggesrion of their peiuliar 
characteristiis. Association <»rideas will in some 


sulitle \xa^ bring iis back li> the Phidian demigoils 
when xve look at fa ms and dr. 4 ['CTies x.o^U'. ly 
suggestive of the Parthen -n. 1 do ni>l •■ax that 

W'atts did this Consciously, but instiiKti'elv lie 


felt compelled, X\ith the j.radiial deveh'pnient of 
his OW'D mind, to use the imaginative traditions 
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created by other artists as a language througk 
which he nii^ht find expression for what w^ 
peculiar to himself. It is a highly intellectual a^* 
to which tradition was a necessity, as much as it is- 
to the p<H't, who when he sjKMks of “ beauty 
draws upon a sentiment created by millions of 
hing-dead lovers, or who, when he thinks of the 
“ spirit,” i'i, in his use of the wonl, the heir 
of lountless generations who brooded upon the 
m)steries. 

Just as in Millet, the painter of peasants, there 
w^as a religious sjnrit shaj^ing all things into 
austere .•iid elemental simplicities, ro in Watts 
there was an intellectual spirit, seeking ever) wherC' 
for t-he traces c f mind, trying to exjiress the bodi-' 
less and abstract. W ith \\'hitman he seems to 
erv out, ” 'i'he soul for ever and ever ! »* It is 
there in the astonishing head of Swinburne, whom 
he re\eals, if I may use a vulgar phrase, as a 
poetic “ bounder,” but illuminated aiul ci.'ideal¬ 
ized by genius. It is in the heail of Mill, the very, 
symbol of the nioril reasoning mind. It is in 
the face oi' rennyson, with its too self-conscious 
seershij', and in all those vague faces of the- 
iiriaginaiive paintings, into w'hich, to use l*ater*S’ 
phra-^e, “ the oiil with all its maKulics h.is passed.” 
In his picture ^ he draws -jn tJie efiects of earlier 
art, and thr<>w^ his sitters 'ack until they seem to' 
beloii'T to some nondescijpt medl.cx il country,' 
like the lliihe. da of the dramati-ts; and he ■ 
darkens aiui shuts emt the light of ilay that thi^ 
starlight of soul might be more clearly seen, and'^ 
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^tmys, so far as he can, all traces of the century 
they live in, for the niinJ lives in all the ac^es, and 
he would show it as the pilgrim of eternity. 
Because Watts’ art was necessarily sc^ brooiiing 
.^and meditative, looking at life witli half-closed 
''eyes and then shutting them to he alone with 
■memory and the interpreter, his painting, so 
beautiful and full nf sureiv in early pictures 
like the \\ ouiutei leron, grows to he f)ften 
laboured and muddy, and his drawing uncertain. 
That he could draw and paint with the greatest, 
he every now and ihfii g.i\e proof; but the 
surety of beautiful craftsmanship deserts rhf)se 
who have not alw.u-' <heir e}e fi\ed on an object 
,*of vision ; and »tts was not, like IJl.ikc or 
Shellei, one of tht proud seers whose visions arc 
of “ fojms more real than living man.” lie 
seemed to feel what Ins effects should be rather 
than to sec tJ'ctn, or else hi- vision was fleeting and 
his art liail a lai)on(>us brooiliiig to ret.iptiire the 
lost imprcs^illIl. In his tnlour he always seems 
to me to be ‘ econJ-hand, as if the bloom and fresh¬ 
ness of his [\iint had worn off tliiough pre\ious 
use by otJier artists. It seemed to be a neces- 
'Sity (*f his curiou-ly intelleitual art that only 
traditional colimrs and forms should In emplojed, 
and it is only rarely we get the shock of a new 
creation, and abs«)lutely original design, as in the 
Orj)hcus, where the j'*assionate figure turns [o 
■hold what is already a vaivshing shadow. 

Watts* art was an effort to invest his own age, 
an age of reason, with the nobilities engendered in 



64 IlVtACllNATIONS ■ A1?D' RlEViJ^iE^' 


an age of faith. At the time Watts was at his 
prime his contemporaries were evcr\'where losing 
belief in the spiritual conceptions of earlier 
periods; they were aiv.ilysin;^ everything, and 
were dttidifit; that what wms really true in reliaion, 
what ^a^c it iH)bility, was its ethical leaching; 
retain that, and religion might oro, ilhi'^traiing the 
truth of the C hinese jdiilosopher who said : 
“ When the spirit is itist, meji follow 'ifter charity 
and duty O' one’s nei'ihbours.’* The nnitv of 
belief was broken up int(' liivcrse intellectual con- 
teplions. Men talked about l(\e and liberty, 
pa^•io!i«^ll!, d.uty, tharity, ami .i whole host of 
abstraction's, moral .iiid inlellei tiial, which they 
had. loiuirucd thcinsehcs wi-re the essence of* 
religion ami the real tniise *»f it> jMiwer (wer man. 
\\ hether Watts lost faith like hi» iontempc)rarics 
I do not kiuAV, but their spirit infected his art, 
lie set himself t«I paint ihe-'V abstractions; and 
became we caroiot imagine these ibstr.Kt'o with 
a fonii, we feel sinnerhirig fundanientalb false in 
this Mdc of his ait. lie w!i») paints a man, an 
angelic biing, or a l’i^ine being, p.iints something 
we feel m.iy ha\e life. Hut it is .»*, impossible to 
imagine Time with a Iwuly as it i- to im.iginc a 
painting eminitlung Newton’, law' of i'r.i\itation. 
It is l>ecausi •‘ikh absrr.n ti-ms d'j n*'t readily take 
sli'i['e (hat \\ -iii'^ drew' • *• luth on ..ic imaginative- 
tradition r>f his predecc' ors. \\ hi’-e these pic¬ 
tures arc imp'vs.,ive is where la: a*'t!sr slipped by" 
his eonseioLis aim, and laii't ho'd of the nobihty 
peculiar to the men and women he used as' 
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y^holsr. It is not Time or Death which awes 
in Watts' picture but majestical images of 
'^humanity; and Watts is at his |;reatcst as an 
fjnventor when humanity itself must ocLUpies him, 
•when he depicts human life onlv, and lets it 
-suggest its own nitural infinity, as in tlujse images 
of the lovers drifting ihrciigh the [nfcriK-, with 
whom every ]\issi(in is bur/it out and exhausted 
but the l<)\e throu:'h which thov tell. 

I-ife itself is more infinite*, mjhle, and sugges¬ 
tive than thoiiL:ht. We sonn ,ume tu the end of 
the inL'^eiiioiis alleuf)»'v It •■ells onlv (me story; 
but where there is a perfect ima«ii‘ of life theie is 
iiihnitiide and ni\*rer». \\ c ilo not lire eon- 
/idcMing the long a'«'C''tiy of e\piessi(»n in a face. 
It ma\ lead us hath tlinm'^h the iges ; Init we do 
ftirc of fhe jrc whuii inipil-.uns itself wirhin 
forniuhe, and says t«> the • pectator : ** In this w.iy 
and in no other sh.iH voii lei'.ird what is before 
you.” No mail !■ protoinui enough to explain 
the nature ol his cnen ii'spir.Pi'm. SuTate* says 
that the poet utters many thinjs which are truer 
than he himself iinderstanils. 'Ihe same thing 
applies to many a great artist, \ilio, when he 
paints tree or field, or face or form, finds that 
there comes i.n him a mcsterious ipiickcning of 
bis nature, aiul he paints he kn*)Ws nut what. It 

is like and unlike what his e\ es have seen. 1 r may 

■ 

be the same field, but wc' f* fl thiTc the presence 
6f the spirit. It may be the same fig ere, bur it 
is made transcendental, as when the Wind had 
become flesh ard dwelt among us. His inspira- 
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ticin is akin to that of tho prophets of old, whose!; 
words raiii* hut for an in^tmt and w'cre still, yet 
they created nations whose onI\ iKnindnrics were 
the silences where their speech had not been' 
heard. 1 li^ inaiestical figures arc prophecies. 

1 lis ec'^iafic l.mdscapes hrin^ iis ni^h to the 
be.iiity whiih was in l''don. Il's art is a divine* 
ad\entiire, in which he, like all of iis who arc 
tiMvelliiii* in so man) wavs, •seeks, conseioiisly or 
iiiuonscii-iisl\, to rei^ain the lo'^t ii-iiiy with nature 
anti the kiiowleiluc of his own immortal being, 
and it is ••o mhj will best undersiaPi.i it. 



TWO IKISII .\iniSTS 


It is to ;iii .iriiNt t«) x'.ilri* on iIk* ot’ tlu* 

■ moment nf hi^ wurlv —oi I lie jii'tt •■iTn [•n.tuiv 
which pk'.i'^cs or Jii'-piiMsi-s. I'ui wh.'i i*i‘'nnth 


dt’li|^hts the c\e in.i\ i 
heart, :riil uh.’i re|H*l‘> 
into the uniie*- i.iiulisi* , 
in a ilii |>ei n»'"Kl. 'I 
of any W'l k of an, i 
There .ir^ m iiiv (.'.r.le* ’ 
‘ Mcinoric'', .ind h-.ll t 


\e• win ii'k v..\y into the 
It lii-'t 'iKi\ steal laiu- on 
I'lJ tin-l Its inrer[w\(adon 
• 'Inal tv'.t of a piitine, or 
,w v\i*r ot v'iiJiirii.'; eh.irm. 
n ii'.e P.iia-iisc 1-1 lieiutifiil 
inion^Lioii l\, !)iit with a 


'jusrue, we at 1:: t p! ^e -mi,!! in i;- hie\i’.\hv, re¬ 
mote or ne'r to ihe t<‘f'tre of mir ln-in^ ; anJ I 


propo>,i‘ lure raii er to speak i-f the ir.ip-ession left 
in inv nietnorv :fter the wo-k of ^ eats atul 

0 m 

Hone for nj.iiM Ma*--', than to Je-u-ihe in ih't.iil 


the pictures—s,ime nev , Ni.n)i.- t.iniilkir—which 
by a hapj'V thoiie.lu have Krii u itliered touefher 
for exhilntion. '1 o tell . n .irtisi that lou lemeiii- 


ber hi-. pleru.\s with I(»\e at'ur ri.;n\ u.irs i-; the 
. hit'best j^rai^e \ou ^an uive hint; iiui to ili*v- 
tin^iiish the iinpi-e''''hin r»n'dii, ‘d from others i*. 
pleasure 1 am .yl.iJ to he hen ilh)w«\l. 

A*: artist like .VIr. ^ e.it", wh-oe main work has 
been in portraiture, must often liiui liim.'.elfbefore 

o; 
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* 

■ 

sitters with whom he has little sympathy, and wel 
all expect to find portraits which do not intcre^ 
lis, becanse the interpreter has been at fault, an^ 
has failed in his vision. With the born craftsmanj^ 
who always ^i\cs us beautiful briishwork, we doj 
not expect these inequalities, but \^ith Mr. Yeats'*.. 
tCLhiiical power is jiDt the most prominent char-'’ 
actcristic. lie broods or dreams over his sitters,-* 
and his meditation alwa\s tends t«) the discovery' 
of some spiritual or intellectual life in them, or. 
some hidden charm in the nature, nr ^omethinf^ to ' 
love ; and he finds what he seeks, we are sure, 
not always of a Lcnnplete picture, luii of a poetic* 
illumination, a uvelation of Lharacter, a sceret, 
sweetness fur winch we forgive the weakness cH* 
inde«.ision manifest here and there, and whiih are'" 
relics of the hours before the final svrety was 
attained. 

I tlu luit know what Mr. Ye.its’ phllos/iphy 

of life i**, but in his work he has been over- 
^ ^ * 

mastered bv the* -^piiii of his rate, and he belongs 
to tho'-e wlif) from tin* earliest il.iwn «;f Ireland'* 
have sought tor the 1 Ieart\s Desire, and who have" 
refined away the tvorld, until only fragments, 
rcmaincil to them. 'riicy have not aceeptedV 
life as it is, and Mr. cmiM nm paint like; 

Reynolds or I'omney tin beauty *»r’ every day 
in its best attire. He is li'^e the Iri'ii poets whO'. 
have rarcK left a complete ..Icsci’i]'‘tion -f women,^ 
but who speak oi some Iransitor} jU«;tion or fragile^ 
charm—“ a thin palm like foam of the sea,*' “ u 
white body,” or in sucli \aigiic phrases, until m 
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^ems a spirit is praised and not flesh and blood. 
Irf remember the f ices of women and children in 
yiis pictures where everything is blurrcvl or ob- 
Iscured, save faces which have a nameless charm, 
"/rhey look at you with loiig-renicnibcred ylinces 
out of the l>n)oding hour of twilight, out of reverie 
'and dream. It is the hidden heart which looks 
out, and we love tlu*'>e women and cliiKlren for 
this, for surely the hcirt's dctire is its own secret. 

His portraits of men iiavc kimlred qualities, 
and the magniiicent picture of John ()*! .eary show.-* 
him at hi-' best. It h-^elf a sxinbol of the 
niovvnKnt of wlueh O’i^Mry wms the last yreat 
representative. 'I'he -'it.ly ])arnai\lial head I'f 
ithe old chief is the- he.^ : of the idealist, so sure of 
his own tiuch that ne n.-ust act, itid, if needs be, 

, becojiie (he marc\r for Ins ideal, ihir the lielicate 
hands are iu)t the hands of an empire-breaker. 
This portrait wiil pr-ihaiily I its lasr resting- 
place in the Nati'»»i.il ( i.illerv. wliere, with a curious 
irony, the (jovt'-ninc'.t pLu.C'e rlie portrait-’ of tlie 
dead reliels who ga\i- its statesiucri many an 
anxious day .iiui many a nightmare; and si) 
will go on, perhaps, until the contemplation of 
'these pictures inspires some hoy with an equal or 
better head and a strontier hand, and then—. 

But (o return to Mr. Yeats. .Some earlier 
pictures show him attempting to paint dirct^tlv the 
ideal world of romance .ind pot^ry; yet interesting 
'&s these are, they do nut convey • he same impression 
of mystery as the pictures of i«i-d.i\, liulced, the 
light been behind or through a veil is always more 
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suggestive than the unveiled light. It may be,. 

that the spirit i*? a tbrinles*; breath which pervades. 

tbrni, and it is better revealed as a light in the* 

eyes, as a bnMiJine; expreviiciii, than bv the choice 

ot ancient d.i\ and otlvr-world su]>jei,ts, where. 

the shapes lan be nioiilJed t«) ide.il f'nrins by the 

arti'-tV will. IIow'e\er if is, it is certain that 

Millet, tJie realv.r, is ni»)re sjiiritual th.iii Moreau 

or Ihiriie-Jones lor all their auliaic dedmi ; and 

Mr. W-ats, who, as hi^ King (.'nil shows, might. 

have been a i^feat nmiantit paintc •, has probably 

iho'^en vi'^ely, and has p.Miiied in^re memorable 

pi».Un\s ,}i,in ii he h..d gone back i * the lair)land 

ot' Celtic niMh'-i . 

■ ■ 

'In turn tie m \e.its tc^ Ilone is to turn froirP- 
the ligiiied hearth tn the wilderms-.. Humanity 

is \er\ tar awa\, nr is hudahvl up uinter im- 
nien‘'e '■kies, where it scenes oF le-i impnrtance 
than the mik''. The earth on whuh nun have 
Jived, where the work nF iluir hand i* evident, 
with all the -entiinen: nt'tlie pre'-ence oFman, with 
sm(»ke arisiin: From numberless Immes, is Foreign 
tn \lr. llniie. rile ninns'Lrs nF iJie primeval 
world niiLiht sprawl on his r{»cks, Fur ail the. 
evidence oF lapse of fime since tluir ttay, in many ■ 
oF his pi^.^ll^e^. lie, *, Jia '■eiii ed r.vay his 
World until oniv Fraumciii • nFilie eo.h lemain to 
him where he %. in vlrcam •• ; .uii'. flu e aie waste 
pjace'*, wlurc the ^alr <»t Me s, i I m the w'ind, 
and the ski».s aie cirey .ind ui-lulen, tir the\ 
intolerable va^tness and l<»ni*Jiiie'.s of dim twilights■^ 
arc over Icve^ sands. W Ivitever else he paints is - 
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f “V ■ * 

•r 


devoid of its proper interest, for he seems to impose 
on the cattle in the fields and on the habiraMc 
places a sentiment alien to their nature. J I«‘ has 
a mind with l>ut one impresNixe mood, and his 
spirit is never kiiuiled, -.ave in tlie "oiiiiv where 
none intrikle; liiit m in'* own doin.iiti he is a 
master, and is alwa\* suie of hinv-i-If and his etfc\r. 
There is n<» tenlative, undecisive brushwo«-'i\, such 
•as wv often ste ui the ‘■uotle si ir\h foi- the un- 
rcvealed, vvhith niakvs t)r mars Mr. MmIs’ work. 
He ]'•' at lion,e in his peculiar woild, vvliile the 
other is .ilvv.iv^ ^etkin ■ .'i.i ir. 

“A >uiistt oil M Sind'” shows a 

greati r lnl^. n iifv ih.i- i-ii-.ii iKvui in \*r. In }ie*s 
■ work. 'I here is ^oiik I-in-i thniiii.L in fins i\\ili'^ht 
trendiliiij owr the wu-id. l*iiilfof‘j'.hiis 

mav I »:ove verv vvcl* 'n the In lurv-ioom. suvs 

■ I ^ ■ 

Whitman, and not ,'i'o%e .it all uinier tiu- skv and 
Stars. Iheliiri' lil.ia’se iii.s. -..e-n lieautifi.! in a 
l^allerv,'vI't lo.-k ilii'i 'iid unieii wtieie, vvilli a turn 
ol the hi.ivk --ne i * uhl i.'ok out at r' piiunes 
created hour aftei hour b\ the M.ister ol' the 


Beautiful ; b-it there is some m.iLiit in i.his vi'.jon 
made ui» of e'enu'inal lij,ht, d.irkne-s, and loneli- 
nes,, aiid we feel awed as if ui knew the Spirit was 
hidd(-]i in 1 li-: wi«rks I 5 ut pri’intivi as this peculiar 

world js, .iiid n mote from hum miiv, it i-* ju^J here 

® * 

we find i hiiiiiau revelation ; fi.i is not all a>'r a 
symbol (if the creative iniih', anJ ii' we vver. wise 
cnouuh we would understand, that in an the htihi 
Oil every eloud, and the clear -.pates abci'e the 
cloud, and the sh.idows of the earth beneath are 
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made out of the lights, infinitudes, and shadowi> 
of the soul, and are selected from nature bccauSQ^ 
of some corresj^ondence, unconscious or half felt.i 
But ihc'^e thing*' belong more to the psychoh'.gj of- 
the artistes mind than to the appreciation of their 
work. 1 have ‘^aid enough, 1 hope, to attract to- 
the work of rhe**e artists, in .1 mood of true under¬ 
standing, t}n)se who would like to beliexe in the 
existence in Ireland of a genuine art. For ignored 
ard uncared for as .irt is, we have some names to , 
be proud of, and <»f these Mr. Veats and Mr. 
Hone are tore most. 


1 cj-ja. 



AN Ain iST OF GAKLIC IRI.T-AM) 

Tiih ;irl of J lout' .iiul the elder Vents, while in 
spirit filled with .i sentiiiieni which wms (he jK-r- 
si*5ter.ee of aiuienr ini)f\!s i»ini modern tnne^, ^till 
has nut the extern.il i h.e.urerii-tits of (laelilfjin ; 
but h.okinti at the pivtiiies of the )uiin'>tr ^ eats 
it t«etiiied to iiu th.( (i.r the first time W'e had 
* someihinL; whhh na l.l Ik called .dtonethcr (.aelie. 
The ir.Lompleteruss of (he sj^etthes suii^e&rs the 
term “J'dk ” a-* e\’r'r(.s-ino exactly the insniration 
of this \ er\ Genuine a.'t. \\ e hiue had abundance 

of Iri'-h f«ilk-lnre, init we knew nothint; of folk- 
art until the fimire*. Jack Ye.iis first romped 
into our imaMMatiim i few \ears ai»o. It was the 
folk-feeliiiL* lit up bj jreniiis and inlerpieted by 
love. It Wii‘' not, .uid is now less than e\er, the 
patronaee be^-tetwed by the iiUelleerii.il artist on 
the Lvidcntly picturesque forms of a life below his 
own. 

I sie,peci Jack Yeats thinks the life of the 
Shiiu fisherman i-i as t>o(»d a meiliod of life a^ any, 
and that he toiild sliare it foi a rime witliyiit 
beinj> in (he lea.st desirous of a relurn to the 
comfortable life of eoiivcn.ion. 1 he name of 
Douahis 1 Ivde suaacsts itself to me as a literarv 



74 IMAGINATIONS AND' REVERl'^- 


parallel. TIksc sketches have all the prodigality 

of invention, the eMiheiMnee of gesture, and the 

animation of “ 'flie 'i wisrinii <if the K<ipe,” and 

the poi try is nf as high or higher an firJer. In the 

drawing LalU\l “ Midsiininier I’ac” there i*4 a 

nusrer\ wliiLh is not rnereh the nu'ster\ ('f night 

and sliadnw. It is the ni\'.UT\ of the niingling of 

¥ 

sj^iiit viih *4j'iiil v.hiih istiu- suhtary 

figure with face upturned to the sf.ir.. W’e have 

all (iiejuories oJ’ such smnn'er nigiit-^ w'hen into 

■ 

the ihirined heiri falU the eiKh.mi .’i'nt we tall 
aiKieiil, though the d.i\s h:i\e no rell"V.N, in»r vill 
ever ha\L an\, when iht e.M'ih glows with tite 
duskv li'iiC'. ot ru.!. sitiiMV, .iiu! ll-e stars, tar with- 
drawn into faer) .dliriide", tiUHe with i g.'iety 
which i't nilire tieniendious and olentn th.'.ii .uiy 

m 

rep'ise. The night of ihi" jfi».tinv is sLe'.vd in 
such a dream, and 1 ktiow tu't wlietlur it i. c iin- 
nuiTiicare%l, or a fetlui" .iri'^wg in nn^elf: '»ut 
there seenis eur\wlii re in it the hrtalliltrj ol life, 
suhile, eMiInnt, penet ■ itii'.g. It i' nMu^ivevl in 
tin mood oi'.rvi .iiid [ r. \er, which m.dies Miller’s 
pictures a-- religion^ as .m_i ^'hich e\ei iiiing -»\cr 
the altar, ha* -^iireK the “ Angelus '* i*, ii|u* of the 
most s|,iriiual *.!' piLtures, ih«*iigii ih. pca^mts 
how thc'ir he.i'ls . nd w'orsjii ' in a I*- i.ot huilt 

■ I 

with haiivls. I d > not, otH ..rw, co!'.| iie orher- 
wise than in the i^ood the ‘ Mids- > |.\t* ** 


to siji h .1 ma-'l'Toiiei'; Imt tlivi 
hci'veen the Iieauty reve.iledi :i. gre 


ii :i kin'•hip 
■ I a. d in little 


things, and out thought tul■^^ lroj*n the stars to 
the flowers with no feeliin- of descent into un 
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alien world. But this mood is rare in life as in 
art, and it is only oceiision.illy that the younjicr 
Yeats betonics the inlerpreter of the spiritu.ility of 
the peasant, fie is more tifteii the recorder of 
the extravagant cnerLiies of the raLC-cour^-e and 
the inarket-phuc, where he finds lurdevl ti'i^ether 
all the ^roicsi]iie hununirs of Wc't Irisji life. 

We i\\o'^.n/.e his liL:ures as di'timdi Irisli. 
Here the oM rollukinji Lever and Lo\cr t\pe of 
Irishmen reapj'e.ir, hin tinLT like tiu \erv devil, 
with fue. Ml in the la.* (.^.'l.isy <-i' lapid in'>nc}n. 
'rhere is an ^.\•ce*^ ol eneru'* in the>.e fiiiious 

m 

riders’,'hit!' ahno ^\ i,!* c-‘ t;u m a s\ nholic (u ter, 
'I he\ seem to rule on ‘'.■me pa'.‘-i«»n ite l‘u-.im". 

of the soi'l tathci ill- l.>r in\ ir.ifv.itorv e\*.ile- 

■ • 

menr oi the lie’Id.e these wiKi horst-- 

iiKii thc-e are ipiier .in.l lovely finuics lik^ “A 
Mother the To' ■ iier i.-'.d.l to I'ei* 

hrea't in .01 o;\‘!e'.». ''.t t'vi'.i' i:, thr'iu^.h which 
ih«; boat tha' .a",., iier nii»\ts. I ni-iv .ire 
alwM*.' lar^eat. i n.)ldeoutlines, whi/n sii^^e^i that 
if Jack ^eal-! had more i^i.inddo^e aiiil»itioi>s he 
mitdit h.i\e hceii the .Millet of Jii.^h riii.il life, init 
he IS too much the svmbi/n *, hatinu all Init 

m 

cs‘>enii.ils, to eld'orate his art. 

In writhe^ ot |.uk ^ eats mint' in Mui’t be made 

■* 

i.fh - black .ind while w-irk, which at its be -.t ha-N a 
primitive inli n ar\. I helines li.ive a kindi of(.ethic 
quality, remindin'^ one of ti:'* rude !.'lo,.in',^:h.e 
ajid line^ ol ^ome halt .'irbaiian cathelral. 
*l'hey .irc very e\|>reNsi\e .uid never iindeciJed. 
'fhe artist always knows what he is Lfoini; to d<n 
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There is no doubt he has a clear image before him 
when he takes up pen or brush. A strong will is 
alway*; directing the strong lines, forcing them to 
repeat an image present to the inner eye. In his. 
early )ear5. Jack iear& loafed about the quays at 
Sligo, and we may be sure he was at all tJie races, 
and paid his penny to go into the ^ide-shows, and 
see the freaks, the Rit W (jinan and the .'skeleton 
.Man. It was pnjhahly at this period j>t his life he 
was captured by pirates of the Sp.inisii \l.iin. My 

reinemiiraiue of Irish ctnintv town" at that time 

■ 

is that no literature ri'>unshed ewj't ihc LVnny 
Dre.idful and the local press. J m.,y be doing 
lack '^'eats in injustice when hailinu him at the 
beginniiig of a f.i‘cinaiing cireer 1 \ir .suspect 
a long backurouiid of Penny Dreadfuls behind it. 

ow else could he have drawn his pir.ites ? ‘ 'hey 

ai tlie only j'iratcs in art who manifest the true 
pride, glory, lieaiity, and terror (if their calling as 
the romantic heart of childhood conceive-. it. 
The pirate has bev*n lifted ujt to a strange kind 
of ]'*oetry in some ot Jack Ve.its* pictures. 1 
remember one called “ \\ alk tiu Jan ' The 
solemn tJieatrical face, lifted up t*) the blue sky 
in .1 last farewell to the wild worlii ami its lawless 
freedom, haunted me lor di)s. 'I'hire also 
a pen-and-ink dr .wing 1 I could ] 'pro\iu(:e 
here. A young buccancer, ^plciuiid in evil bravery, 
leaijed .icross a bar whore a stiange, beasrli, little, 
old, withered, rat-like figure was drawing the drink. 
The little iiinirc was like a devil with the soul all 
coiiLentratcd into malice, and the w'hole picture 
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‘affected one with terror like a descent into some 
' ferocious human hell. 

In all these figures, pirates or peasants, there 
is an ever present su^cestion of poetry ; it is 
in the skies, or in the distance, or in the 
colours; and these people who laiiyh in the 
fairs will h:i\'e after hours as solemn as the 
quiet star-ji.r/er in the “ Midsummer J'.ve.” This 
poetry is evident in the oddest ways, and escapes 
analvsis, s<i ehiMve and so original is it, as in the 
“Street f)f Show* ” Norhinu at first thought 
seems nii>re hopeU-Sbly remote from poetry i lan 
the country circus with its lurid posters of the 
('•'iant Sth<'«>luirK the Petrified M.in, and the 
Mermaid, all in n-.,nii urliuht; hot the heart 
rairies with it it- \vn mood, and this flarinu ‘'Cene 
has iiyderL'one ‘ ne indefinite tr.in-'form.ition li) 
thealclieni' •it'fjetii , uid it as sumes the vliar.uter 
of a f.iirv tile \rain«n Nitihis jMitertaiiiPient 
imapiied in the f.inta-tu dreams of cluKihood. 
The sleepv dis'ikeeper is a ol)iin or iiiome. 
Perhaps the ih.inn of it all i-. that it i‘« e\idently 
illusion, for when the he.irt is stroni n its own 
surety it can look out on the world, and smile on 
thin!{s whii would he uneiulurahle if felt to he 
perm menr, knowing fhev are onlv dreams. 

Many of these sketches have a largeness 
a noliiliry, of conceptii'n. which is, f thin 
from father to son. “ Ai ter the T Tarvest’s 
is somethim; elemental. The “ Posi-cai 
gests the horses of the sun, or the stage-coach 
in Dc Ouiuccy*s extraordinar}' dream, when the 


Imo^t 
a gift 
ved ” 
*S11LC- 
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opium hnd finally rioted in his brain, and trans- 
tbrincil Ill's btajre-coach into a chariot carrying 
news oF some cverlastimr ^icrory. Blake has saia 
“ e\iil>eraiue is yenius,” .ind there is an excess of 
enerux or )v.issi<.)n, or a dilation of the form.-, or a 
peace deeper than mere (juierude in the fijLiures of 
Mr. Yc.iN’ pictiirts, \\hiv.h j^ive (hem that s\m- 
bolic character whith geniii.s al\v.i\s impresses on 
its ^\llrks. 

'I'he cidoiirinp urows better e\ery ytar; it is 

nioi e varied and purer. It is somerinu*' sojnbrc, as 

in the traLiii and ilrani.itie “ bimrin (Ik C\ivMian,’* 

am jmeii Mill and fhmeriike, nut a!v..:vs 

charued with "emiment, and there i^ .i cunoiis 

fitnc's in it even when it is exidenlh unreal, 

■ 

The'^e biiics and piiri'le*^ and jule sj euis—what 
crowd ever seemed chul in smh rwiliijht lojoiirs ? 
And yet we aiiej^t it as n.itiiral, for thi" k pal¬ 
est ence is alw.n s ill the niisl-laden lir of ihe \\ e-t; 
it enters into the soul t«'-da\ as it did. into ihe 

m 

soul of the .indent t .'.iel, wlio (.illcd it lliiathaih 
—the main-coloured l..nd; it beioniC'. part (jf 
the atn.o-phere of the 'iiiml ; ami I think Mr, 
Yeats me.ms here tci e<pri s, Ii\ one (»f the in\cn- 
tions of uenliis, th.it thi-i dim radiant loloiniiig 
f)f his figures is ;hc fiitini^ simbol of r*ie 
l.ind which is in their he,irt- ! Jiave it it f*lt so 
envioU'* of .mv arc' r’s iijri Ibi a Inni* rone: noi 
eii\y of his power of express^..', bin of ho. «My of 
seeiiiL; thiniis. W • are all seekim t'i-.i.iy lor 
some L;hmp‘'e of the fairilami our i.irhcrs knew; 
but all the fairylands, the bilver Cloud World, 
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■ the Tirnanoj^c, the Land of Heart’s Desire, rose 
like dreams oui of the luiman soul, and in tracking 
them there Mr. ^’e.iis has been more fortunate 
than US all, for lie h.is tome to the truth, perhaps 
hard!) Lonscious of it hiiiiseli. 



« ULSTER ” 

AN 01M:N LJ.TILR TO MR. RUDYARO KTIM.TN'G 

T spiiAK to you, hrothoi, bccau'ic haw spoken 
to me, or r.irluT you haw spoken tor me. [ urn 
a native of Ul'-rer. So far back as 1 ^an trate the 
faith of my foiv’fathers they htld the faith for 
whose free obst i cance vou are afraid. 

I call A oil brother, for so far a> I am known 
beyond the circle of my personal fiiends if is as a 
poet. We arc not a nunuroiis tribe, but the 
worlil has Jield us in honcair, because on the whole 
in poetry is found the highest and sincerebi utter¬ 
ance of man's spirit. In this manner of speaking 
if a man i‘' not •‘Inecie his speech bctra\cth him, 
for all true p«)etry ^^as written on the Mount of 
'IVansfiyunition, and there is revclatifin in it and 
the miniilin;^ of heaven and earth. I am jealous 
of the honour i»f poetry, uui I j'u jealou'- of the 
good name of mv unintrj, and I am 'mpelled by 
both emotions lo speak to \ou. 

You have bhiod of our lacc in vou, and vou 

■ • 

may, perhujis, have some knowledge of Irish 
sentiment. You have ofl^endcd against one 
our t'oblcst literary traditi<'>iis in the manner in 

So 




Swfiich you have published your thought®. You 
j^begin by quoting Scripture, You preface your 
.'verses on Ulster by wf)rds from the mystcrinus 
oracles of hupi.inity as if ytm had been infl.nncd 
and inspired by the prophet of (n)d ; and you go 
on to sing of faith in peril and patriotism belrucd 
and the danger of death and oppression lu tho-^e 
who do murder In nii:ht, which thintis if one trulv 
feels, he speaks of without consideration of com¬ 
merce or w'hat it shall pmfit him to sjxMk. 15iir 
you, brother, have withheld \iiiir fe.irs tor }our 
coiu!tr\ and mifiL unt'i thev could \ield vou a 


profit in two ».ontifients. \fier all this high 
speech about rhe 1 or^' and the hmir of national 
^darktjess it shucks n.c to find rhi'- f-llowing ]ioiir 
verses : *’Copiii.dited i?i H’e I’nited Slates of 
Arneri,..! In Ked^ »id. Kipliii;;.’* an- not in 

W'ant. Vou ate the eio^t Mieiessfn! man ot letters 


of your lime, an.i \it cnu .-re not abme ?nakins 
profit our of the penis ot your coiuiMn. ^ nu ape 
the lordiv sjiei-, h of the prophet', and x-m conclude 
b} warning c\c*r\bidy v.t^t to leprint \«nii* Wf»r-ls 
at their peril. In [rel.snJ evetv poet xve honour 
has iledic.ited his genius to his countrv without 


gain, iiid hi*' given wirhf>iit .stint, without any 
nigg.inily W'itlihold.ing of his gift whi‘n hi' n ition 
was in c) irk .u*d e\il vlaxs. Nut oin* i^f our write In, 


when deeplx moved alumi Ireland, has rned to 
sell the gift of the spirit. ‘*'ou, brother, hint me 
• when you declare vour pr'i tipie**, uid i!cciarc*a 
rlividcncl to yourself out of your patriotism openly 
and at the same time. 


G 




T would not reason with you, but that I know 

there is Kuiiethinc truly great and noble in you, 

and there have been hours w'hcri the immortal 

in vou secured vour inuiiort.ilih in literature, 

v^Irm Mill leased to •'Ve life with that hard eine- 

maiogiaph e)e of ji'iirs, and saw with the eves of 

the spirit, and power and temlerness and insight 

were mixed in iiiaLiiea! tales. lUit \ou were fiir 

^ ■ 

from the innernn'st wlieii }iiii wn'-te of my 
emiiitrjmen as you did. 

J have li\ed all jnv life in livl.ind, holding a 

dilFerent ttilh fmm that held by the inaii)ril\. 1 

* * ■ 

know h\!i.ui a', few' Irishmen kno" it, lountv bv 

eoiint\, for I rr'veiled all over Ireland for years, 

aPvl, 1'Urir mar. as I am, arul proud of tl'-e I'I'.ter* 

pcopli, I ivRMit the erowniiio uf' I ■l.aer with all 

tile virtiRs :iihi the diMni''S.il of oilier Irishiuen as 

# 

thieves and rolibers. I resent the iriiehv with 
which voii, a stranuer, ^}vak of I Ik lovai)'. ■ and 
kiiuiiy people I know\ 

You are not even aiiniMte in vour history 
when \ou ■ pe.ik ot I'Ister's ir.iditioii'. aiul the 
bloovl our f..!vfarhiT‘- ''pilt. Over a Linlurv ago 
lM>tv-r v. i'. till "Tronu aiul f.ist plan ol* nhellion, 
and it wa^ ii> I'lst-j that ihi \oliiiileers stoijd 


besivie ihiir e.imioi' and wiui*.: ilu* vifr 
tic.ii freiilom fir the In*'.* I’.rrli iinem. 


i-f poli- 
Vou are 


blunden’iL' in v ,iir blame. You sperk of Irish 
ureed in 1 know riot wh.it i jniii(**'M', i nless yon 
spcik ot t!ie wa. w'at»ed owr tlu I:?id ; and yer* 
you ought to know' th.it b.ilh paiMes in l.ngland 
have by Act after Act emfessed the absolute 
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justice and rif>htncss of that agitation, ITnionist 
no less than Libcr.d, and both boast of their share 
in answerini; the Irish appeal, '[’hey arc both 
proud to-day of what the) did. 'I'lu-) made 
inquirv into wrong and n’d.resscd it. Hut \oii, 
it scenic, can onl\ feel M»re and anLirv that intolcr- 
•able conditions inipu-eJ by vour laws were not 
borne in pa'ieiKe and dleme. loir what f'.irt) 
d(i you sj'eak \\ hat j«»rniiMl id. al inspires \ou ? 
When an Iri- hmaii has a «^rievanee y<»u s?;iire him. 

How differenih woul I \i-ii li i\e wTin'*ii of Uuipu - 

■ ■ 

ntC'le aiul th ■ ^aII’l' men vl’.o rebelkd when 

oppressed. ^ oil 1 haw ’U.:de licroes (.m of 

the-n. I live vou r.o •.on) ii-p, alter iJmiiinn 

th. rebels in ) oiir ■ \.'i ifeio'v, lo 'M..jMlhi/,e willi 

oti'.er nbels siiife'-i»’. » d.eej'vr ? C.'an \ou 

not see deeper ini'» rl.e iti.iitM- bjr jebehioii than 

the hireliiiL' ri-poiie'' wlnt i^ sent ro m.ike i.p a lase 

for the papei oi a p.-nv : i h is * men in I i^ter, 

the bvst L'niiiiii-'. in IrilatiO will noi !v 'iriteful 

to \(>u for iiiiellii''U theii c'lunirMncn ir: \oiir 
■ 

verse, b’tjt, Kt the tnirii be known, the m.iss 
of Irish I'liK'nists are miivh mori in l(,\e with 
Ireland than with J’jiLilaiid. i hev think Irish 
Nationalists are niisraken, ..nd rhe\ hi-ht with 
them and ii-e Kai\l woi\1‘, and aH the tn-ie ihe\ 

m 

bel eve irwhmen of .iin pir:\ .ire betur in the 
si»'hl of (ioil than biiL'iishinen. ’I'Ikv think 
Ireliinvl is tlie best coiinrr* -n the world r«i h'.e in, 
and the\ hate to hear lri‘h peopli sp n nt* as 
iiiiirderers and ureeJy sioi'iniul'^. Mi."\lerers ! 
Why, there it more murder done in .my four 
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English shires in a year than in the whole> 
of the four provinces of Ireland ! Greedy I- 
The Nation never accepted a bribe, or took* 
it as an equivalent or payment for an ideal, 
and what bribe would not have bc'en offered 
to Ireland if it had been willing to forswear its 
traditions. 

T am a person whose whole being goes into a 
blaze at the thought <'f <»p|'»ressi()n oJ'faith, and yet 
I think my Catholic countrymen more tolerant 
tnan those who hold the faith I was Iva-n in. 1 
am a heretic iudged bv their staiulards, .i heretic 
who has wiittcp and nau hp riere^ie'- and 

I have never sutferc\l in friendship or found my 
hcre-’Ci- an ol)^t ■ le in life. I set mv kiujwledge, 
the kiu)wledgc of a lifetiive,against y)ur ignorance, 
and I sav vou ha\e used vour genius to do Ireland 
and its peo|de a wrong. Vc-ii ha\e intervened in 
a quarrel uf which you do not know the n)<.rits 
like any br.iw'ling liiilly who p-i^-^es, .uid only 
takes sides to ire his strength. If there was a 
high Lcan't of poetiy, and thi'si* in piiwer jealous 
of the ni'ble inme of ixh t, and that none should use 
it save those who were truly Knight ' the Holy 
Ghost, they would h.ick the g Iden .spir-'* from 
v*Hir heels aiu' turn vou •)Ut (»1 he Courr. You 
had the ear of t!ie world .led you pi»iM ned it with 
prejudice and ig:u»iance. :'ou haJ the power of 
song, and )ou h.ive always u ed it» icI* df of the 
strong against rh • w'eak. on h.i’ mitten with 
all your might at creatures who are frail on earth 
but mighty in the heavens, at generosity, at truth, 
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'at justice, and heaven has withheld vision and 
power and beauty from you, for this your verse is 
but a shalhjw newspaper article made to rhyme. 
Truly ou^ht the golden spurs to be hacked from 
your heels and )ou be thriibt out of the Court. 
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PRoPHrnc 


] AM ti>IJ when :i oiin is fired it recoiU with .ilinost 
.IS niiiLh mM'ii :is urties lorw.ird I he prujeLiile. 
It is ihe iriunjp ' nl' ihe niilinirv enuineer that 
he .innei[viles .pki pnn'ides J'nr th's n-enil when 
desiuninL* rhe we.ipnn. N.iUdms jM*ep.ire lor war, 
but di> not, as th«- military en«;ineer in his sphere 
dnei', provide tor the ri-toil «in soeiety. It is 
ditlitulr to foresee tle.irU what will h.ipnen. 
Po'»sihle th-innes in territory, etononru i .‘suits, 
the etFeit on .i solI.iI order receive i.i»nsiiler.uion 
while war is Iviiii* waited. Ihit how war may 
afFeit our iiire]h<.iual .in%i spiritii.i] life is not 
alw.iys apparent. Materi.il victoric'. are often 
spiritual dife.il>.. History has record of nation¬ 
alities which wre de-tiiAed .i" ! (.iuse> whoso 
followers w'erc ouirborne, wt thev Jel» their ideas 

' » m 

behind them .I's .i olory i . the ;e'-, and th»‘se 
incarnated anew in the min.l'i iil tiu* u 'iquerors. 
Ideas are iJ«in£rs which can only i»e c'<>;i({uercd bv^ 
a j^reater beauty or intellectual power, and they 
arc never more powerful than when they do not. 
come threatening us in alliance with ph^^ical 

86 
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‘forces. I have no doiiht there are many to-day 
who watch the cloud over Europe as we may 
imagine some Israelite of old tjayinu on that awful 
cloudy pillar wherein w.is the f.oid, in hoju* i»r 
fear for some revelaiion of the sj>ini hidilen in 
cloud aiul fire. W hat itiea is liKUlen in the fier\ 
pillar which moves over Lairope r \\ hat ffirm 
will it asMime in its minilcstation ? How will 
it exercise dominion i^er the spirit.^ Whatever 
idea is nnisr powerful in rhe world mu draw to 
it the incelleei and ^I'ini of humanity, out it will 
be 11»march o\cr ihci- minds either b\ rcasoM of 
their love or h ite li-i it. It is more true n sav 

w'c mii't Uiink ot t.'K most powerful than !»> s.iy 

• we liuisi love th' h'L i^ -t, u-e even the blind 
can feel power, whiit u i'. rar.- to h.ive vi'-ion of 
hiyh th'ji'as. 

A liitle ovii- a \.!itiir'’ i o all rhe nee.llc'* of 

■ 

belli'.* pi.inteJ !•> It.mci. A j>i..iiliar m.iiiitesM- 
rion oflhe li'-moi idea imu bixonie iht most 

powerful tliiiin ill I lie world •>! nmral fi-rce-'. It 

w^iit on nuihiplvinj imauvs of iiM If m men’s 
miiiiis ihioiiL:li ifter ^e^cr.ltlon^ ; .«rid, tneaine 
thoujju, like 'iiafrer, is sul'ie\.l to the laws of 
action .md reanion, which ind.eed is the onI\ '‘.if'e 
basis for jirnphecv, this idea iruvitablv fiiu'id ii^e f 
opi'osed bv .1 contrary idea in th * W(JiId. I’o-day 
ail rhe needle^ of lieinp point to (lenn.niv, wh«*ru 
the apparition of the orL'ai ./.ed .'si ite is nunilest 
w'th cverv f.'etor, roree, atul enftv co-<'rd.nM{ed, 
50 that the M.ife mij>ht move nivriads .mJ \ei Jiavc 
the swift ftecdoin of the athletic individiral. 'I'hc 
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idea that the State exists for the people is countered 

bv the idea that the individual exists for the State. 

¥ 

France in a vi«dent reaction found itself dominated 
by a Ca'sar. (I'enn.iny may find itself without a 
Ca'sar, bur with a social dennKracy. 

l>ut, if it does, will the idea Europe is fighting 
be conijLiered r W.is the I'rencli idea eonquered 
either by tlie J^uropean ojiikderation without or 
bv Najiolcon within ? it invaded men's minds 
everwiiiere; ind in few e<Hintrie’ did the demo- 
ciMlic ideas opeiate more powerful!) than in these 
islands, where the State was a niu'i dLierm’ncd 
antaLoinisC ot r leir niaterial manik'siatiotis in 
braiu'*. Tiu* k.rman idea lia*' sutlKieiu power 
to unite the fue minds of half tIu world aijainst 
it. J>iit i'' 11 nut .ilread) invading, and will it 
not •«rill ni«‘re imade, the minds o! ruleis ? All 
(iovernments are aucust kinsmen «>f eatli nther, 
and dis«.reellv imit.ite ca;.h other .n pijh v wlicrf* 
it nia) eoM.lin.e ii. puwvi or etlieiencv. J’hi 

ctlivieiu\ of the h'ahl\ or'^.nii/tvl N.ite as a 

• • 

\elude tor the in inile-tatH'ii «;l power inuit lo-tlay 
be sinkiJiL' into the minds of tJiose whr> guide the 
destinies of ja4.es. I'he ^'^tate in tiiese islands, 
before a \4.ii of W'lr iia^ pa^^ed, n.is already 
assumed conti.' 1 over inii'>ds nj industrial enter¬ 
prises. 'I he baek-wasli 4' greji vvars, their 
reaction vviihin the nadonai oeipii aiic.* jivolongcd 
external erfort, i-. locial disiurbaiui-; mid it seems 
clear th it the State will be unable easily, after th.s ^ 
war, to relax its autocratic pow'cr. 'I'here may 
come a time when it woulu l>c possible fur it u> do 
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so ; but tJic h.ibit of ovcrlordship will have grown, 
-here will be iu.ui) who will wi^'h it to grow siill 
.Tiorc, and .1 thou'^aiul reason ^ can be found why 
the mastery o\er national organizations sJiiHild be 
rol.ixed but lirtle. llu- ret oil on society after the 
war will be almo-i as j'.owerl'ul as the eiiergy 
expended, in Kairiitr; uid our pcditisal engilleer^ 
will have t*) |'p)\id.e lor the retc'il. IJy the 
anah»n\ of the J'rtnth Kevolution, b\ what we 
set taking | l.ue to !.i’. u •'eeni' ? jfe to nroi''lRsv 
tini rue ''rate \m!I pn»re dtur.inint over 

the «vts ot ii Itlia.'. a’.er be‘b*e 


Fro'n ill V it 

1 ; 

liif >V 

1 ■ 11' L 1 ' 1 

' * (iiiuerned 

.'llii 1' 

■ .'id Uii'ie '• 

‘ 1 . ii.ir.icre • 

•t r!»: 

(I'pMi lit IP 

■e^, u he* e 

the 


. ol men. 

Jr 

1 'id 1 


i.'i a (jiMiTi ?■ ■)! . ai):nr^ theix iv'll h-rrJIv 

‘*eaM\lviil\ 'I'lsi *e,'o 1 dI.iii .' :ii illIj»i[)l« V- 

iiiein, 1*M» lie wnl -a i.v I'R .ieve|j*pi<»i nl •»! die 
organi/eii Nat'*, I.e u* n'd i (i. I'u e v and h* 
leioynl^e it .'■■■> the :i.> . joten'. i'..t n i m rsi- life. 


Lm 111 di nxi- 


{'iiie f'cr-oDa! e d adieti.' ; rl'.t cot;* anr- a 
'lit Ml ‘‘lilt* about eiaiure, b.'e, and the 

ar-; (lie il^ai *aifi th*.. live- <•; pri\ i;e 

piJM'ji', irilaigini* in i'vidual iiberiie-- <>! n.r'fi,i 
.Old tlioughl. Few conetiii tln-niselve- with the 
haraecer cf the Slate. Bie wlie-i u '•id h* i", an 
'mnipreitiit overlord, org...ni/,in'i .n’d d.'i'ettuig 
li*'* and industry, then the individiMl !.i:ae,M'.ition 
must he directed to that collective 'ite and power. 
For one writer lo-day concerned with hi^ili poiiticb 
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wc may expect to find hundreds cnpfaf>ed in at 
passionate attempt to create the new ^od in their 
own imayc. 

'riiis may seem a far-fetched spcculatinn, but 

not to those \vhi> see h »w through the ei'ntiiries 

humanity has oscillated like a pendulum betwixt 

opp«)dni» ideals. '1 he j^reatest reaitions have 

been from solidarity to liberh anil trom liberty 

to soliilarity. The relii>ious solid, nitv of I'Airope 

in the iVlidiile A‘»es was broken '^\ a jMssioiiute 

de^irc in tlie liea«a of million'^ lor llbertv of 

■ 

thou'jht. A riaction rarcb, if evi'\ linnus p- ojile 
back to .1 pf‘le de-'Crted centuries before. The 
eomi.iLi solidarn , is the domination of llie St.ile : 
and tospeiulale wheiliei ihit .main will be bpikeii 
up by a new reliiiioii;. TiMVement would be to 
speculate without utilit\. \\ h.'.l Ave on-du to 
re.ilive is that tlie-.e reactions i.ike place w';l,iii j,ne 
beinu, hiinianirx, .ind indicate eternal dc 'le* of 
the s(Hil. d hev -i. .-i to iirue on iis rhe id.ea that 
there is a pleroira, or humin fullness, in whicli the 
opposites ni.iA lie rec uuiled, and that the divine 
event to wliiih we are nuiviim is a state in which 
there will be c.^sential freedom eombined witli .in 


ora^mic unii\. At the hi'-t ■•ndvsis an- not all 
enijiires, n.ition iliries, and TU'wcmi rit sj'irirual in 
their oriiiin, bi''^imiiiia Jesiiv'** oi the ■'•ml and 
externali/iim theniselvei* ‘i innueii'e m.inifest.’-- 


tioL'is of energy I't which the oneoj.il ivill is ofirn 
.submerged and lost si^Iit of? If in their i.:- 
ceptiun natu'nal ide.iN toe spiritu.il, their iin.il 
object must al.‘*o be spir’iual, perhaps to n.ake 
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man a yet freer agent, but acting out of a con- 
‘ tinual consciousness of his unity with humanity. 
The di'*cipliiie which the highly ori'.iiuzcJ State 
imposes on iis '■•iibjecrs t«jnnccts them continu¬ 
ously in thouL:ht to somethin:* greater than them¬ 
selves, anil ennohle-) the average man. 'J‘lie 
freeJom which the j*uli^v of other nations permits 
quickens intelligence aiul will. Jvach policy has 
its own ilcfcits; with imc a loss in indi\iiliul 
initiative, willi the o.htr seh-.ibsorption and a 
lower st.inJard of .ui/enship or interest in 
national aff.iii*'*. I'he ostillalions in scKieti j>ro- 
vide rlu L» .ri*cti\e. 

We aie goin..' U Iia\.- our free in-lixidualisin 
teniperei! hv .1 m'lre autocrane .utinn hv the 
State. 'I'here .ire signs that with our enemy the 
moral ['»over uhicfi arrrads the free to the -^ninve 
of their lilvriA is It Mug ai^juiLMteJ, and the pj'licy 
which ie..*inesl for iJrnain its Oilonks and seitires 
their Mippor. mi .hi hmir la'peul is ».ontiMst‘ d with 
the polict ('1 fhe ir.)n haitii in l*«»land. Neil tier 
(Icnnitn nor linnin can escape being imin*.*ssed 
by the clvaraileristus ot the other in tne shock of 
conflict. It may seem a par.ulo.'cic.il uuUonie of 
the spinUnl eimflut Mr. Asijuith annourieed. 
But history is quick with such ironies. W'nat we 
cgndemned in others ia the measure vhic.'i is 
meted out to us. Indeed it might alnn's' he siid 
that all war results in an e'\hangc' of vfiaracfct'r- 
istics, and if the element of hatred is siiong in the 
conflict it will certainly bring a nation^to every 
baseness of the foe it fights, [awe and h.ite are 
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alike in this, that they change us into the image we 
contemplate. Wc grow nobly like what wc adore 


through love and igni'bly like what we contem- 
|’»KiLe through hate. It will be well lor us if we 
reniciuber that all our jiolilical ideals are suiibols 
of •spiritual destinies. 'I'hese elashings of solid¬ 
arity and freedom will enrich our spiritual life 
if we understand of the first that our thirst for 


"reatiuss, for the majesty of empire, is a symbol 
ot our final unity with a greater njajestv, and if we 
remember ol' the second that, as an old scripture 

Naid, “ 1 he universe exists for the purjioses of 

1 *> 

Soul. 


1015. 



IDKALS OK rWE \KAV KURAI. SOCIIVI ^ 

For a coiintrv wIutc pulitical ayit.itions tollcnv 
each othtM* .is r.ij^uih, .is pl.i‘»iics in an l'‘„isrcTn cify, 
it is curifjii-^ h»)W liitlr ^'instriutixo thought \w c.iii 
show Dll tlu* iJo.ils <^^ a rural lint 

ccondinic pc.uc '•i-rt'ly t«i lia\i* ih. \itr«*rifs 

to ''how as \\cll a p*»Iiti«..il war. I woiilJ .i 
I tlniv'.in'.! finu-'' i.iti'-cr dwell tin what I'u-n .mil 
women v/orkiii'^ lo-^eiher iiia\ do than on wh.U 
may rcM'lt Trotn nnidriilt- .11 \\ I'^tminsliT, f he 
beauts ol'ure.ii i..is Iver. hiiilt iii' I.t 

more by the pt'ipU* wnrkiii^ loLfetlu r th.in hv anv 
corpor.ite aeir^i or* llie St.ite. In ihe*'!* mu i.ili‘-tiL 
da\s we pe'>dnii''tic .ibont our own etVoi N and 

« « I 

optiinistie about the wnrkini; ot the le«p’'']ari:re. I 
think we do rij^hr to expect jre.it thiin*-' ihe 
State, but we oiiyht to expect •^till prealer thiiics 
from oiir’'eIvi.'.. We oiipht r«^ km-w full well 
th.it, if tJie .'"t.ile'did twice as iiiuih .v- it i''oi.s, 
wc shall never rise out of medici.rit\ 'inion.: *''e 
nations unless we have iinliniued faith, in the | r.-ver 
of oiir per-onal efforts to iv.ise and rraie-li-ran 
*rtc 1 and, and unless we tr:»jislate the faith into 
works. The State can give a man an economic 
holding, hut only the man him'-elf can maks it into 
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an Earthly Paradise, and it is a dull business^* 
unworthy of a bcintj made in the ima^^e of God^' 
to £>rind iw.iv at work without siune noble end to' 
be •'erxeil, some ^lnwini» ideal to be attained. 

Jrtland is a hcn-ribly mel.jncholy and cynital 
loiintn. Onr literary men .ind |H)ets ''ho uLiL*ht 
t«) L'i'e IIS coiiraye, have taken to writinf^ al)f)Ut 
the Irish a'^ people who “ went forth to battle, hut 
aU.a^s t\ll,” sentimentaliziiiu over incompetcMicc 
insna.l of iiuinontinij us and liber itin;* us and 
direttin^ oer enei::ies. We have vlevilujvd a 
new ai'Ji elever sjiool of Iridi dram.ii' who -.ay 
the} ire holdinL* up the mirror to Irish pea-iant 
nature, hut tlux reflect nothiiiL: Inii deLatleiuc. 
The} dtliiL'ht in the ho’ken lights of iiisinlt\, the ^ 
riitlian who be.its his wife, ihe weakling who is 
unfortuiiite in love and who i:oes and drinks him¬ 
self to death, while I he little ilei I'ine, ^C'Untrv 

« 

town-, are s^i/ed «)n with a\idify ant! exhilpik.i on 
the f.ta'.e in every kind of deca\ and human 
'•iii'lir\ and nuannes.-. W ell, it is lmmiJ to be 
ehaMened in .-pirit, hut it i- a lhou:-and timcsi 
better to be iii\iiioraled in spirb. 'fo be [i<»-itivo 
is .ilwavs better llian to be neiiative. These 
writer-, under-'ind and -}nipat''ve wid'» Irelaiidj 
more throui^h 'heir lower .-ature tl.a?' ‘hesr hii^hcr 
nature. Judi^inu l)y the I'niitrs ]-(*oi'Il* write in 
Ireland, and bv what the\ an r-i set wrforirted 
on the siaLe, it !■> more pK.'sin" tt> tliem to ^lC. 
enu'ted Lharacters. they know' aie meiner than#-. 
then.seKe- than to see cha: icters which they know* 
arc ntjbicr than tliemsclve 
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All this is helpinpr on our n;itioniil pessimism 
Lnd self-mistrust. It helps to fix these features 
'Jperni.njciitl} in our n.uion.il character, whiih were 
/cxcu‘'ahle t iiouiih as tenjTior.irv nmojs after defeat. 
, The younj^er uciieratii^n sluuilJ hear nothing 
about taiiures. It ihouiLi not be hypnori/ed into 
self - con rempt. (hir energies in Ireland are 
sapped by a tynital sclf-nustrusr which is .spread 
everywhere throuijili •^oeietv. It is iritural ervjuuh 
that the cKler Lieneialion, who wore pronibed so 
mam milleiiniurns, but who aitualK s.iw four 
millii *1 peopl'- i!e«hii Ci Iphn) the popularifwi, 
shouM be nil .il. *»iir it is fu^t M^ht rhe\ •-h uild 
pi\e 'Wil) t»j ihi \iMii’'jer L:e?u r.iticn the Iieiiraue 
of t!i*ir d.Isapponnn'..‘iS without aiiv herii i^e «tf 
hope, hiiiiii i-uly xI.IIjmooi! p.ireni- aru* fnemls 
are h\pn,«iii/inL; t’u 1 hil ! into .Uid un¬ 

belief', a:’.d ti''ol':.ii ilie% .:ri e\iiijv all ni-b^itv' 

4 

out of Ilfs, all cx iiti.'cj-vc, 11! iS'isi, .ill hiij'O; ihty 


itire insiiiii.iti'e, a self-• ie\in;.', a self- 

Xl}i^trle.l, .1 M 1 M i.'ir • huh l.'ii.-lss at every 
Jiiuh iJea', at Ie^i the hipn«iti/td ^.hild is 

blinded to tl.e i'rt'i.ine s'f .uiv bL.iut\ «»»■ iiohilitv 
lit;. No LS'iintr; tan e\ei ho[v to rise btwond 
‘,a vulgar medio r -t where tiure is not iinhoundei 
lonfi'ieiue i»' w it its lulm.uli^^ tan d.ii J ne 
‘ocif-tonlid.eni \mt‘rltari wili niak-* 1 ar civih'/a- 

HoP v'et, btL.iuse he belie\ts wiih aU his heart .ind 
'soul in the fiirinv of hi" tour try .iiid in the jniws.'-s 
jof the \merii.in pesipie. What W hifnian sailed 
•their “ harbaric y.iwp ” mi\ }et tinn into the 
Jordliest speech and thoiu*!!!, but without belt- 
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confidence a race will go no whither. If Tris^'^ 
people do not believe they can equal or surpas ■ 
the stature of any humanity which has been iipoi * 
the globe, then they had better all emigrate iinc. 
become scr\'ants to some superior race, and leave 
Ireland to new 'settlers who may come here with 
the same high hopes as the Pilgrim Fathers had' 
when tJiey went to America. 

AVe must go on imagining better than the best i 
we know. Kven in their ruins imw. (Ireere and \ 
Italy seem noble and beautiful with broken pillars 
and temple*, m.ide in their d.«y <•( gh'ry. liut 
before evei ihe’e was a white marble temple 
shining on a hill it shnne with .a more brilliant. 
beautV in the mind of some artist who designed t 

I 

it. Do many people know how that tu.irvellous . 

(iivek civilizalicm sj^read al«mg the shores «.f the ' 

M/’direrranean ? Little nations owning hardly 

mure land than w'i'iiKl make up an Irish b..rony • 

“cnt out Clilonv after iolony. 'fhe seed of be.iiitiful/ 

life they sowed grew .ind Idossmiieii out into great; 

cities and hali'-divirie civili'/ations. I tab had ?. 

* • 

later idossoming of be.iuty in the Mithile Ages, 
and tiM\el]ers to-dav go into little If.ilian towns! 
aiiil find them filled with mastt-rpioi e*. of iMintingl 
aiid ari> hi texture, and SLuInture, w^ous'^es of ii 
time when nations no large- thtUi an Irish countW 
rolled their thoughts up lo Heiven .md mi^eJ 
their imagination with the ingils. Can wc bti 
contented in Ireland with the mean streets of outl 
country towns and the somid heaps of our villages,! 
dominated in their ccone.iiics by the vendc'c-) ot 
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‘alcohol, and inspired as to their ideals by the 
vendors of political animosities ? 

[ would not mind people fightini^ in a passion 
to get rid of all that barred sonic lonlly scheme of 
life, but quarrels over political bones from which 
there is little or nothing wholesome to he picked 
only disiiu'^t. iV«jpIe tell me that the countrvside 
must alwa}^ be stiipiil and backward, .ind 1 get 
angry, as if it were said that <»nly townspeople had 
immt)rtal souK, and it was onlv in the titv that the 


flame of diviniiv breithcd into the iirst men had 
any unobscured glow. 'The ifuintrvside ii* Ire- 
lanil could blosS'Mii into as much beauty as the 


hilbide'^ in meJiirv.i'. ll.dv if we could but get rid 


of our ■'.elf-mistrusi. We ha'.e ail that anv race 
ever had to ins|nrc them, the heawns overhead, 
the earth aind-Tnearh, and the breath of life in our 


nostrils. I would like to exih the in.m who would 


set limit-^ to what we can do, w'h<» would take the 
crown and ‘•ceptre from the human will and say, 
marking our Mime petty enterpiise as tlie limit: 
“Thus far can we go and no fart he-, and here 
shall our life be staved.” 'Therefore I hate to 
hear t)f stagnant societies who think I'‘ecaiise thev 
have made butter well that thev have cnwvned 


their parcn hial generation with a halo of ghiry, and 
can rest content with the fame of it all, listening to 
the whirr ol'the steam scpar.itors and poiicliiiig in 
peace of mind the extra penny a galli.!i tor tluTr 
*niilk. And 1 dislike the little groups who meet 
a couple of times a year and call themselves co- 
operators because they have got their fertilizers 


ii 
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more cheaply, and have done nothing else.' Why, 
the village pom been man has done more than 
that! He has at least bronerht most of the 
necessaries of life there hv his activities ; and 1 sav, 
if we co-operators do not aim at doinp more than 
the Irish Scribes and l*]varisecs we shall have little 
to W proud of. A poet, inlerpreiinp the words 
of Christ to IJis l'olU)wers, wh«^ had scorned the 
followers of the f)ld order, made 1 lim sav: 

S >ini }C ;>ii ir iIil'T ii.irs, tlicir im* liil 

I *-1} iiiil-'i Ill, I lhai \LMir 'Dili*' ill’ 

A ilfi'pi r 'll', liijM theirs. 

‘Phe L!'-operative movement is delivering over the 
shapinp of the rural life of Ireland, and the Iniiltl- 
inp up of its rural civilization, into the hands of' 
Irish farmers. The old order of (hinps h.is left 
Ireland unlovely. But if we do not pa »iionately 
strive to build it better, better for the men, f. the 
women, for the thiMren, of what wtvth are we 
\N'e continually come across the phrase “ rhe dull 
Saxim in our Irish papers, it crops up in the 
speeches of oiir public t.ralois, but it was an 
Kiipliah }'«)cr who said: 

I Wll' M'l ii.l-. tl' 11 M"l ' ' It;*-', 

N<>r •. il no \Miri 11> ii> ii.v liMiii 

Till I't. llJW l>'i;ii '• 111 

ill Kiij;'i.iii<i' t»i ■ n .1 1 p! I Ip ’ 1 ^ 

And it wa- the last threat poit 1 npl ind h.is prxi- 
duced, w'ho had m) much :v>pe for hununit\ in Lss* 
country th.it in his latest M)np he could mix earth 
with hc^liven, and sav that to human eves : 
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Sluill ••hinc the '.ratlii of |.icoh'<t laiKlcr 

Hung h(‘tn‘i\t TIimvcii and Cii.iriiii: Cross. 

Shall we think nH)rc meanly of the future of 
Ireland than these “ dull Sa\ons *’ think of the 
future (if their i.sl.Mid ? Shall we he (.untenr with 
hiinihle erumhs (alien from the table «)f life, and 
sit like henu u's waitiiu* onJv (hr whal the tomnion- 
wv.ilth can do lor u-., letiviiii* all hiuli hopes and 
aims t«) our rulers, whether they he l\nt»lish i/r 
Iri’^h ? l\\ery people i;et the kind of'aovernment 
thev dcsene. A r.ation c.in evhihir no ore-iftT 
political wisdom in the mass than it L^enerites in 
its unifs. It is u-e pregnant i^lealiMii of the 
multitude wIulIi d'ls powei to the makers of 
fjKMt nations, otlieuvise rhe f^roplu'ts of civiliza¬ 
tion .ire helpless as preachers in rhe ilescrt and 
solitar\ places. >.> | have aUv.iX'* preached self- 
help alvive all other kijids .-f help, knowim* that 
if we s<roM pass,i.njtel\ alter this riLditeoiisiiess 
all other kinds of help would Iv at ('ur service. 
Sc^, too, I wcjiild hru'.li aside the otheious inler- 
ferer in co-opcT.iii\e affairs, who wcnikl offer on 
behalf ot the .'stare to do for us what we should, 
and could, do far hitter ourselves. \Ve can build 
up a riir.d civih/ation in Ireland, shapin'^ ii to our 
hc.irts* desire:., w.irminy it w'ith life, hut our riilc*rs 
and otliLials can never he warmer than .i ste]'farher, 
niTd luve lu# “ lar^e, d^ine, and i,onitoj f .hie 
words” for iis ; thev linker .it the ho.l\ w hermit 

m m 

is the soul whieh retjuirc'* to he healed and. made 
whole, llie soul t>f Ireland lias to he kindled, 
and it can be kindled only bv die thought of ttrear 
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deeds iind not by the hope of petty parsimonies 
or pett)’ gains. 

Now, grc.it deeds arc never done vicariously. 
They are done directly ami personally. No 
country has ^rown to greatness mainly by ihc acts 
of “oinc great ruler, but by the .iggreg.ite .letivities 
(if all its people. 'I'herefore, every Irish com- 
11111 nity should make its own ideals and should 
work for them. As great work can be done in a 
parish as in the legislative assemblies with a nation 
at ga/e. Do peo(>le sa\ ; “It is easier to work 
well wiih a ii.ilion at g.we r '* I an-'Wer that fme 
greatness become' the North Pole ('l’ humanity, 
and when it appen ^ all the nced.les of Jieiiit; point 
to it, Voii of the \fuing generation, who have 
not )et lost the generous ardour of \outh, believe 
it ii as possible to do great work and majee noble 
sacrifices, and to roll the .uceptable smoke of 
offering I feaven by vour work in an bish 
parish, as in any citi in the world. I.ike the 
Greek nnliifetts—who saw* in their dreams hills 
crowned with white marble pillared palates and 
images of beauty, utitil these ro^e up in actuality 
—so slifiiild you, not Jin-getting national ideals, 
still most of aii set bet'ore _\ourN«lvei ih-* ideal 
of V’tHir ow'n 1 eiphliourhi kI, llov\ can you 
sneak of working for all 'rcland, ..hieh you 

I m 

have not seen, it \(*u tio n -t labour ar I dreahi 
foil the Ireland before your c\'’s, which you 
see .IS you look out of }our nwn in the morn¬ 
ing, and on w'hioh yc.-u walk up aiid down througli 
the tiav ? 
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“ What dream shall we dream or what labour 
shall we uiidertcike ? *’ you may ask, and it is rij^ht 
that those who evhort sIhiuIJ be asked in whur 
manner and how preciselv' they Wi>uld have the 
listener act or think. I answer: the first thinj; 
to do is to ereate and reali/.c the feelini* tor the 
comiminuy, a«id hre.ik up tlie evil and petty 
isolatii)n ol'man From man. I'his can be done by 
every kind of lo-operative efifori whore eombined 
action IS belter than ind.ixiJiial lution. 'fhe 
pnisfi caniv*- take ■ ar* ol the child :is well a-^ the 
parents, but ^^n; will rind in imtst of the labours 
of life lOiivniiLj .n i more Fruitlul than 
illJividii.d .Ktion. •'■•me iil' tou h ive Found thi 
out in minx br*n..he^ nF ajrii.uliiire, of which 
your d.iirji'ij, a koliural, crciiil, puiilcrx, and 
flax sorjetiei aiv \%ilm‘.>.. Nune of xou have 
combined lo m iiiiif.u'me; '.ome to Imy in 
conii'i* n, snine i-. ■,ull in lommuii. w^ome .if you 
have the LUintn.'n ownership of tliou-nuU of 
pounds’ woslh or. \pensive niaehinery. Niiiie of 
you hive tarried the idea of eo-opera ion for 
economic tnd.s f.irther, an-d ha\e used the power 
which eoinbination '/ives xnu to erect village halls 
and fn luxe liiiMiich of books, the xcinJows 
throii'^h whiih flie lile and w.mJ.er ami p.jxxrr of 
humaniiv c.in be seen. Some of xou have hnht- 
heartcdly, in the urowii..; svmpailv, of UMity, 
revived the dances and son.'s and spoi-i. \vhuh,arc 
ihe rii>ht rela\.iti«»n of labour, ■'ome InMiwomen 
here and thei«* have heard beyond the four walls 
ill which so niuch of tlieir lives aie s'peiir the 
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music of .1 new day, and have started out to help 
and inspire the men njid be good comrades to 
them; tind calling themselves United Irish¬ 
women, they have jt^ined, as men ha\e joined, to 
help their M-jiers who are in CLonoinie servitude, 
or who suffer from the ignorance and indilfercnee 
to their special needh in life which pervade the 
admini^tratlon of local government. We cannot 
[mild u[' a rural cuilization in Ireland without the 
aid of Irish women. It will help life little if we 
ha\e methods of the twentieth lentur} in the 
tield^, and tiUisL* of the fifth centurc in the home. 
A ureai wnter s.i’d : “ Woman i^i the l.isi ihim* 
man will civili/e. ' If a woman had written on 
that Miljeit she would hi\e said ; “ Woman is 
the last thing man thinks about when he is building 
up hi^ emjiire^..” It is true that the u)nM,lt)U.sncss 

ot woman h.i'. been alw.i\s centred too eh-s** to 

¥ 

the dark and obscure loots of the tree <4 iafe, 
while men h ive hraiuhed out more to the sun and 
wind, .Hid r()-da\ the starved soul ot womanhood 
is crvinu out u\er the world tor .in inte iectual life 
and for moie chance of earning .> living. It 
Ireland will not listen to this erv, its clauLliters 
willgtion slipping silciul) .iw.ii footlic: countries, 
.Is llie) have bun doing—.fl the in >t • f them, all 
the bravest, all t.'.ose most ]i.''nttilly iImi , all those 
w'Jio wijiild have ni.ide the b'‘st wive" .ind the best 
mtiihers—.md d ^v will leave at lumu* tlie timid, 
the stupid, and the dull t(; help in me deteriorati«!!i 
of the iMcc and to bleed sor.s as sluggish as them- 
••clvcs. Jn the New Work' women h.ivc takcji an 
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important part in the work ot’ the National Grange, 
the greatest agciiLy in bettering tJie economic and 
social ^oiuUtiuii') of the agricultural pijpulation in 
the States. In Lreland tiu women must be 
welcomed into the work of building up a rural 
civilization, aiul be .lided by men in the promotion 
of those industries with winch w'omen have been 
iinincmoriall} associated. We i^huuld not want 
to see women separated from the activities and 
ideals and a^jnrattons of men. W e -should want 
to see them woiki'.g tiigether and in harmony. 
It the women c.in\ on their work in connection 
with the i‘'SiKia'i 'ns by which men ea.ii their 
livinj they will !*.i\e a gre.'tiT certainty of per- 
manciice. I ii.e i sien t< o many little industries 
and little as'cv^iafiMii' (jf wo: len worke’*' spring up 
and perish in Itelind, which dependcii on the 
elturts 111 ''•iMic ‘jtii per-M”’ wlin li.id not drunk of 
the eli\ir iiun.'iit.il \outh, and cuuld not always 
coniiiiue ;lie Wen'k she started ; and 1 have come 
to the conclusion that the women’s ctrjani/,ations 
must be evinneered with the nuirs c>r:iani/.ations, 
niiist use their premises, \illage halls, and rcjoms 
for W' mien’s mei‘tiiigs. I do m«>i believe women’s 
woik can ! e pniinoled so w'cll in aii) other way. 
Men ind women have bee 11 cunip.iiiions in the 
world in Mil the dawn ot time. I do not know 
Vhere the) are journeying to, but I behc'e thc-y 
will never get to tlie Oelectalile c'ltv it they 
joiirne) apart from each other, and tlo not shaie 
each otluT^ burdens. 

Working so, we create the condition*^ in which 




the spirit of the community |»rows strong. We 
create the (rue communal idea, which the Socialists 
miss in their dre.im of a vast ani.ilg:iin:iti<‘n of 
whole nationalities in one ureat commercial under- 
taking. I he true idea ot the clan or commune 
or tribe is to have in it as many people as will give, 
it strength and imjnirtance, and so few peojilc 
that a personal lie may he established between 
them. Humanity has always grouped itself in- 
stliictivelv in this wav. It tlid sn in the ancient 

f 

clans and rural communes, and it di es so in the 


parishes .'ii 1 co-operative a*-otiatii-i. If they 
were l.irger the} would lo^e rlu '*cnse ol i.mt}. 
If thc\ were sin.i'ijr tlie\ would lie ino feeble fir 


m 

effectual work, and could not take «'\er the .itf.iirs 


of tluir cii-»rrut. :\ ruiai tiimmunc o** co¬ 


operative coimuunil} ou'.iht *-i> hiw, to a l.nge 
extent, the characier ofa nation. It ‘.houl*! cianu- 
f.u I lire for its mem tiers all thinjs whitli it Pioht- 

I j 

ably cati manulactuir fir them, employing its 
own woikimii. carpenters, b\jotni.iker'., j:iakers 
and meiidei's i.r fain.im; ecpiipmcnt, suidlci), 
h.irne.-^Sj etc. It ^ImuIi: aim at fecJiUiij its nutn- 
bers and their tamilics chea}>K and weM, as fat as 
possible, out of the meat ..■id griin p'.idu.ed iii 
the dbtriet. It -'houKl h.c c a m'.:> to -riml I licit 

I 

grain, a creanun to maiu'. cturc tiu r butter; 
or wlure certain enrerjn-i-^es nke ■ I;:.* f.iciury 
are too great fur it sluiuld unite wti*. other co- 
opei'ati'c e<iinmutiities to tuiiii^r: uu'. such .ii; 
enterpiisc. It should sell lur the u.embers then- 
produce, rtud bu\ for them their reijuircmciu *, 
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. and hold for them hibour-savinf* miichinery. It 
should put usiJ(* a certain portion of it*^ profits 
every year ibr the ci'e.irir)n of halls, libraries, places 
for retreatlon iiiil i^anie", aiul it '•hoiild purMie 
this plan ae.ulil) with the purpose of yivinft its 
members cver\ .ojal anJ educational ailvantat>e 
which the civili/.aliiiM of tlieir time affoids. It 
should ha\e li^ t'anK!!-. or \ill.tne parliamenrs, 
where imjvo\eineiU . an.l new xenturei^ could be 
discussed, ^u('h a ^onimimitv would M)on gener¬ 
ate a pis-inii.iu dioit>.-ii l-» iis t»\vn ide.ils and 
inttre-f'i im<»ii!j the ...LMber*. \\!io would feel how 
their ibnline 1 p'^e ' th llu■^«>.■lllne^o^the:^>soLia- 
tini,>. Ilf whi J' ilu" xit.i all ii’i’PiIh r^. It w(»uid 
•kiihlK' .Mh! (jin^ke i i-e iar-'llext t>t c\er\ iwrsoii 
in the c«>numijut. !: w«iii e iw-art the atmo- 
sphere in wJueh ■ -.m-miI would iiiien^e 


and find (.po '.'iii mu . •'■•i 


ii 


v. itv. 


l iK clan 


ouL'Iit Lci lie II«. a>! evliaiului >: Hie ii.timn aiui ihe 


trainiiic: :jri 'iiid if* iii tarisinii. W hai oppDr- 
tun:i\ ieixkpiu|i in the xoiiiUiK ot siuh .i rural 
conmuiniii woiJj 'ji\e to tiu lusi muuis ! 'I'he 
m.-M tif Mil 111 'i'-nius ai prewnt lliuU an un- 
jani/ed comimuiiii, and Iv iit>es n-a know how 
to itKit 111' {'■il-Ai-viti/i'M'.. A Ilian ii-i^lii la^iU 
deiii^iir ol itViMuiL, the destinies i>l j n.ituni I'l’ 
forty ludlif'i peopli, but ]iit 't.irt wiib e.ujenu’ss 
t^j*biiild u[i .1 kii.'^itoin oi Hie sj/e of '^li^^ii, *nd 
sJiajw it nearer to the heaef’* Hesi.e. Ihe 
■(. 't^ini'/.ition of the rural ] l•pu^uil•ll >11 Iitlmd in 
co-operative assoiiations will provuie the in-itru- 
nient read\ to the ha ml of Hu social reborn ler. 
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Some iissociiitions will be more dowered with 
ability th.in otherb, but one will lc.irii from another, 
and a vabt network of living, progressive organ¬ 
izations will cover rural Ireland, deinoeratic in 
lonstitution and governed by the aristocrav.y of 
intellect and char.u'ter. 

Such associations would have great economic 
adv.intages in that they would be selt-reli.int and 
self-contained, and would be less subject to 
tlucLuation in their prosperity brejught about by 
national di^.isters and commerLial (.rises than the 
present u>j organized rural coiiinuiiiities are. Ihey 
W'oiild ha\e all tiieir InisinesK under local control; 
and, aiming at *- eding, clothing, and nianufactiir- 
ing lucalK from local resources as far as jiossible,i 
the slumps in loreign trade, the shortage in 
supplie*i, the dislocations of conimerce wemld .itfcct 
them hut little. rhey would make the com¬ 
munity wcalthiei'. J'A'er) ^tep towards ihjj or¬ 
ganization alre.'d} taken in Ireland h.is lirouglit 
with it incTe.ised pro'*.[>cTiL\, and the Uavii-n benetit 
by incre.i''ed purchasing pijwer on the part of 
these rural associations. Sew aru and imlustries 
would spring up under the a:gis of the local 
association^. Here we should find rhe* wc*:iving 
of nigs, there the iiianu' iCtuie of tn elsewhere 
the women would be eng-ged in c .ihroidcry or 
lace-making, and, perh.ipj. ever)when' we might 
get a revival of *he old local in/li.str) of weaving 
homespuns. V\e are clreaniing cjl nothing 
possible, nothing which his not been done somo 
where Tilrcady, nothing '^huh we eould noi do 
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^here in Ireland. True, it cannot be done all at 
once, but if we get the idea clearly in our minds of 
the building up of a rural civi-ization in Irelind, 
we can labour at it with the i^raiu) persistence ot 
mediaeval burghers in their little towns, where one 
generation laid down the foundations of a great 
cathedral, and saw (jnly in hope anvl faith the 
gorgeou*^ glooms o\er altar .md s.inctuar\, and the 
blaze and flame <>f stained glas»i, where apo'.tles, 
proj'hels, .uul angelic presejitos were piitured in 
fire: and the ik vt i.!(‘iiei.iti(>n laiscd high the 
walls, and only ih* third generation saw the 
rcali/ati<»n of what iheu* grandsires had drcanied. 
\Ve iii Ireland shouM h.h live unlj Ironi d.iy to 
■day, for the d.i\ <»:ily, like the beasts in the tield, 
but should think nt where ali tlii^ long (.ax.ilcade 
of the ti;el is tending, and how' and in what 
manner tluii reiii-i will be pitihed in the exening 
of tiKir geneiatio/i. A n.itional purpose is tJie 
most iineoiu|ueraMe and \-kroriuiis «if all things on 
earth. It (.in raise up IJaluhin-i fioin tlu s.mds 
of the de-^ert, and make imperial ».'iX ili/aihins 
spiing from i»iit a s».ore of huts, ind after it has 
wrought its will it can leave .luinumeiits that seem 
as everla-itinu .i jioiiion of Tiarurt is the rocks. 
I'hc Pyramids .iiid tlu* Isphinx in the sasuis .-f 
l'’gypt have seemed l«j liumaniiy tor centuries as 
inueh a portion of nature .• jM'igal, or lienbuilien, 
or Sliex’e (rullion haxe see led a portion of n.iruie 
10 our eyes in Ireland. 

\Vc must have ‘KHiie purj)0‘‘e or plan in buiiding 
up an Irish eixili/aiion. No artist take-' up his 
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paints and brushes and begins to work on hi^*. 

canvas without a clear idea burning in his brain'- 

of what he has to do, else were his work all 

smudues. Dik’s ariv one think that out (^f all 
^ ■ 

these little cabins and farmhouses dottinir the 
green of Irelanil tliere will come harmonious 
efFoit to a common end without organi/ation and 
set purpose : 'I'he idea and plan of a great rural 
civili/.ition must shine like a burning lamp in the 
imagination of the )outh of Ireland, or we shall' 
onlj be at cross-purposes and end in little futilities. 
We are very fond in Ireland of t.ilkiM;* of lieland 
a natiiiii. 'I'he w»)rd “ nation *’ lias .i kind of 
sati'*‘ying soun».., but I am afraid it is an empty 
word witJj 111' rich signifnance to most who use it,' 
The word “ l.iborat()r\ ” has as fine a sound, but 
only the practical scientist has a true ^ou^v-ption 
of what may take place there, wliat roar of sir.iiige 
forces, wluit niiiiLiling ol subtle eleim-nt., wJiat 

nivster\ and mapirficenee in ato’uie liil. The 

■ * 

word without the idea is like the purse without the 
coin, the skull without the soul, <»r an;, other sham 
or empt} deceit. Nation-^ are not built up by the 
repetition of worils, but by the organiziiig of- 
intellectual f ues. If an\ of inv I'Mile/s would 


like to know whai kind ol thouuh*' uocs to the 
building uj'i ot a gre.it n.-foii, let riiei») read the 
life of Alexander 1 lamiltin'. b\ (ih\er. To tK.it 
extraordinary u.m the L'nited ''tales ow'c then- 
c'onstitution, almost llu-ir e\isteiuc. 'fo him. far 




more than to Wasliingtut, the ide.i, plan, shape ' 
of all thht marvellous dom nion owes its origin ind 
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^cbaracter. Hu seemed to hold in his hmin, while 
1 America was yet a tjroiip of half-barbaric scttle- 
*'mcnts, the idea of what it nii^ht become. He 
laid down the pl.in-^, jlie constitution, the forei^oi 
policy, the trade policy, the relation cjf State to 
State, and ir i-? only within the last few years 
alnK^st that Anurica has realiyed that she had in 
Hamilton a supienu* political and social intelli- 
genec, the true fountain-head of what she has 
since become. 

We have not haV .1 continent to ileal with, 
but si'/e matter'^ m-iliinj. I he Riis-aan J’'mpire, 
which covers hdl' 1 iipipe, and streti hes o\er the 
Uial MoiiPiains t*i tin l*Kitic, would \VLii*h liuht 
•as a feather in (he l-.ilaiiie if we nanpare its ser¬ 
vices 10 huinaiiiti with rlio-e uf the little State 
of At tin, which was ni» larger than J'ij’iperary. 
J'’.very Sc.ite whi%ti hi-. c» lu to lomni.iml the 
adinir.it«(m d the world ha nad clearlv eoficeived 

m 

ideals which it rc-.di/edi before it went the wav 
which ail empire', even the greatest, must cro; 
becominu tinally a lenend, a fable, or a symbc>l. 
We ha\e to lay d<»wn the foundati«)ns i>f a new* 
social Older in Ireland, and, if the I'ossibilities of 
it are realized, our (hf)us:u)d years ot'-ioirow' and 
darkness ma\ be followed bv as lon^ a evele of 
happy effort and cver-i*rowinj^ prosperii}. Wc 
siTall want all these plans wdiether we are ruled 
from Westminster or Col'e^e (ireeii. Without 
•an imaginative conception of what kind of ci\ili/a- 
tion wc wish to create, the best government from 
cither quarter will never avail to lift us*be\ond 
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national mediocrity. T write for those who have 

p 

joined the ranks of co-operators without perhaps' 
reali'/incj all that the movement meant, or all that 
it tindcd to. liecaii'sc we hold in our hearts and 
keep h(»ly there the \ision of a £»reat future, we 
have foiiL^ht p.assiimately for the entire freedom 
of <iur movement from external control, le''t the 
meddlityi; of politicians (>r official j)erson^ without 
any inspiration should deflect, for some petty 
purpose or official «:ratification, the strenuth of 
that current which was flowin'.' .ind p^athering 
strength unto the realizaiiiui of ^rcat iulcals. 
l'’,\er\ (oiintr^ !ms its propi^rtion ot little souls 
whiLii could flivl ample room im a ihiee[ienny hit, 
and he maiesiically housed in a ihimhie, whoi. 
follow out some little minute piaetke in an 
ecst.is\ of sflr'-satisfiiction, seekint* home little 
job which ii the l*'l Honido of their desires as if 
there were nou'iht cKe. as if humanirv wcie not 

■ m 

goinn from the (ire.it Deep to the (ire.it Deep of 
Deitv, with w'iiul aim water, lire and earth, stars 
and sun, hirdih Lompuiions for it (.n its path to a 
di\ine de^tiiu. \\ e Iv.we <»ur share of these in 
Ireland in hiuh .ind hw placch, hut I do rot w'rite 
for them. 'J Ids ess.iv is ft >r iIviwl'n i are workinr? 
at laying deej the foun la'ions ('*' .1 new social 
order, to hcarfi-ii tlieni witi* -.ome rh<' I'jht of whai 
their lahour ma\ hrin^ to )• eland. I velcome' ' 
this wc»rk the I-nited liT-^liwonu n. As oik of 
tlu'ir poetesses has said in a he.iUtiful song, fl’.e* 
services of women to Ireland in the past have heeii •' 
the services of mourners t» the strieken. Hut for 
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to-day and to-morrow \vc need hope and cour.ij>c 
and gaiety, and 1 repeat for them the last passionate 
words of her verse : 

Ri • ti) \iii.r O iiiyhU'is i'm., 

(^iir IP i:!!'. r '*i1l ii \ riMii l.iir. 
ilu' ^Ml^Ill iiKu M'lir cyis 

A'l-I hirli iiit\ ■hmii’j'll r.. 

(ir.iniiit ili.it '.'(.iir. Iiii n'l r.i>. 

Jl-r*',.'. I ,i,i Ir'iiii t* I"!! ; 

I'lj ilii rl.n. 

'!Ik'I'v! 1 •••'>] I'lT'i 111 Ip I III I 'iii*. 



ON AN nUbU HllJ. 

It has been my dream for in.sny years that T 
ini^'ht at some time dwell in a tabin on the hill¬ 
side in this dear and livincr land ormirs, and there 
1 would la/ mv liead in the lap of a 'crenc n.iturc, 
•and be on friendK terms with the wind?, and 

m 

mountains win- hold enoiii^h of une\plorcd 
m\srerv ariil infinitude eiiLi-aae me at ]'resent. 
[ would not dwell too far from men, for above 
an enchanted valley, only a morning’s walk from 
the Litv, is the mountain of m\ dream. ! Icrc, 
between heaven and e.irth ami m\ brother-, there 
miuht tome on me some foretaste of the destiny 
whuh the ureal powers are sh.ipiii'i for ns in this 
isle, the mmulin^ of (lod and nature ami man in 
a bein^, (»ne, }er infinite in number. (^Id tradi¬ 
tion has it that there wms in our m\stcnou'^ |xist 
such a union, a synijutlvv between man and the 
elements so c«'-nplete, th. * at e\ery u*’eat deed of 
hcrt> or kini; tbe three sv-llinu w'a\es tif Fohla 
respondtd : the wa\e <)f'I'..ch, the wa\o of Riirv; 
and the hmu. slo '*, white foiniin:* wm\i* of Cleen.i. 
(> mysterious kinsmen, would livat lo-d;i\ son.o 
deed j»reat enough could t ill forth the thunder of 
your ^e^pollse once agaii* ! liut perhaps Jr is 
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now rocked in his cradle who will hereafter rock 
you into joyous foam. 

'J'hc niounrain which I praise has not hitherto 
-been considered one of the sacred phues in bare, 
n*) glittering tradition hangs about it as a lure; 
and indeed I would mjt have it considered as one 
in an;, speei.il s^ense .tp.irt fn)rii its companions, 
but 1 take it here at. a t\ pe of what any high place 
in nature may lu'cnme for us if well loved ; a 
haunt of deep ju-ue, i «pot where the Mother lays 
asid.e veil .ifter veil, u.itil at last the great Spirit 
seems in broodin'^ i^enMene-«N to be in the boundless 
fields al'Uie. 1 a-.i not inspired by that brother¬ 
hood which iloes nui overflt)\v with low into the 
being of the element'-, not h.iil in them the same 
spirit as that whit h t ills us with so many pathetic 
and lovin;*, voices liom the lives of men. So I build 
my dream cabin in hope ol ‘lus vvivler intiinaey: 

A nil t'- ■nniiii r 1 o ic ’ ’ 1.1 .1 gr.i \ 

Wlii,r*.* .i!s! w. : i\\- u aia-, i\hcrc iVn 
in i\ •■III , 

The iji'hii .lix I .III pi'iir '*1; wi i.K iii.n (.i.ier ii..e 

Whii tlii-iiij* >11111111 ('>1 nviHiii ilirii'ii in liMiit; • i 

And whin ilu ••(im >> i- diiniii'A mo rfiid |iiir]«I< li!K >lie air, 

r iiiiiii. ihi' II.i'lI Tree ■■•pt'iiif' I'orriO- iIilpc 

l''r>iiii si.i n Ji.i'ipj i\n>d .i! wher^. Cm. il.i’s well ij\ r- 
ilii\i - 

Foi '•nr. 'll.' rum ti.iI 'v.itor. p'l.ir thiuiij'!! o\or\ win! 
niiiiil. wIi'M Mi.Klit iii\\v:rs lip u. !t .tnd ’i!i.il>e> lIio iroi"''iing 

ill \‘., * 

I'Hut even high .iinl IoikIv tiiiiiight lii.K ihtiH i.,\ being 

liiiiiU!;h 

la but .1 '.hilling berry dropped down through tho p'jrplc air, 
And truiii the iiiagK tree ui litc the IiUil lalb evenuhere. 
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The Siicrod Hazel was the Celtic branch of 
the tree of life; its scarlet nuts j^ave wisdom and 
inspiratifwi; and fed on this ethereal fiiiit, the 
aiuicnt Ci.iel Cirtw ti» jjre.itness. '1 hoii^h to-day 
none eat of the fruit or drink the jnirj»le flood 
wellin” from Connla’s fountain, 1 think that the 
lire whiih still kindles the Celtic races flashed 
into their bloovl in that maui«.al time, and is our 
heritaue from the Druidic past. It is still here, 
the ina”ic and m\srer\ ; it liimeis jn the heart of 
a people to whom their neiohbtiiirs of another 
world are fie*jiient visitors in the spirit and over- 
shadowers of le^'^rie and imatiin.ition. 

'I ne earth here remeinhers her past, and to 
brinii about its renewal she whispers with hnneced • 
entreatV and hues with bewilehinu ulamour. At 

m 

this mountain I speak of it was that <»i^r greatest 
poet, the last and most be.iUtiful voiie ol Lire, 
first found tVeediom in sopu, *,0 he lelK iv . and 
it was ihe j'le.iihii'^ 1 t a return in Inrself that this 
nusterioiis nature fi’* t fluted th'ou,uli his li|is : 

(. .\\j , (> li'.i'ii.iii • 'iil.i. 

I'll III'. il '.! W.lli'l- uil i 

V» iili ,1 * 1.1\ li,ii> 1 !ii |i mil 


I'lT tht \\I rl.l’ . >r lii'’ * : V 


, .Uf^ *1. i!i \i"i I'j "I ! ra iiiij. 


Awav ! ^e ve- ; tfi \\.ipd(r on , iii.l <wi under 

m 0 m 

star-rith skies, t\er uetlwi : deep'-i into the iier, 
the lo\e that will not let i.> re iln- | 'Mee abo\i 
the desire of l<,ve. ’I'he \ilhije ii^iits jn heaxen 
and eairh, each xxilli tiuir own peculiar hini -»f« 
home, draw' us hitiiei and ihither, where it m..<iers 
not, so'the voice calls ai. 1 the heart-lii;lit bicrns. 
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Some it leads to the crowded ways ; some it draws 
. apart: and the Linht knows, and nor any other, 
the need ii?ul the w.iy. 

It' vou .isk me wh.it lus the mountain to ilo 
with tliese iri'ipir.itions, .liid whether the sinyer 
would not .in\where out of his own soul have 
made .in ecpul -ony, I answer to the latter, 1 rliink 
not. In fhe-e iott) pl.ue'. the lurrier.-* between 
the sphere isfliyhr .ind the sphere of darkness are 
fr.iyile, and the lonritiiial evstas^ f)f the hiyh .lir 
comniuiin ale. iise r, md I have al .o heanl fn'in 


orhers in.m\ ti'ns > 1 'ihinys Nivn .ind he.»rd here 
wiiicli thil *h'‘ lace- of the *'idhc are often 


present, .‘some .'..-x* Men l-elow the mountain a 
bla/iny he.<n cl liahi, ‘•r’ur*- ha\e he.ird the 
miisiial heaiiny •'.* i lu-'.rr,'u* faerv hells, or aerial 


elashinys ^and tIm- heart-I>einys h.i\e .iImi spoketi ; 
so it ha. y.ither-* I iroiiiM i( i-jf it'. *>wn ir.idiiifjns 


(jf spi'itP.il i')mo)».e .Old .iil\i*ntiiris of the soul. 
Ia’I no -isu' I ill 11 ' invimer'. when the mind is 


awake. It A\e prew toiyetful and telt no m.»re 
the bitter him .in smiyple—\e'. I5iit if vve briny 

y C* 

to it the hone and toui lye ot those \\ho aie 


assmed of the nearby presence and ejuinliny lo\e 
of the '^re.if powers' I would briny n* m\ moun¬ 
tain (he we.ir\ spirits who .ire (-bstured I'l the 
fielid eir\ where life det i\s inr.> rotteniie'.s ; ind 
T.ill thither tho'C whi^ .m :n doubt, the pitifi-l .oid 
trenibiiny hearts w'ho .ire eeptie of .ini hope, .ind 
■place them w'here the dusky v.i[»"iirs ot their 
thoLiylit iniL’ht dissolve in the inner liyht, aiul their 
doubts \.inish on the nunmtain (oj> where the 
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carthhrenth streams away to the vast, when thc‘; 
night glows like a seraph, and the spirit is beset ' 
by the evidence of a million of suns to the grandeur 
of the nature wherein it lives and whose destiny 
must he its also. 

i\fter all, is not this longing but a search for 
ourselves, and where shall we find ourselves at 
last ? \ot in this land nor wrapped in these 
•••irnierits of an hour, but wearing the n'>hes of 
space whither thise \niccs out fl the illimitable 
allure us, n<wv with l<»vc, and anon with beauty 
or |iower. In our past the uiighii ones ..ame 
ulitteriny atros^ the foam of the nuslic waters 
and Lirnuuht the'.r warriors aw'a\. 

^ ^ m 

Perhaps, ami this also is mv hope, they may 
again return ; Manannan, « n his ocean-swceiling 
boat, a living creature, dian'oiul-winiieii, or Lu, 
briiihr as the dawn, on his fieri steed, mannewl with 
tumulluoiis flame, or some hitluTto uiikniiwn 
diviniti m.»v staiul suddenh bv me on the hill, and 
hold out the Silver lirancli with white blossoms 
from the J/and of Youth, and ^tay mo ere 1 dcjiart 
with the sung (.all as of old : 

T.iii’ ihnii Ml, 1 **i III) ■;rcrii 11>..* iw.lii'lit* '/oil 
(iiiyar t!ii lull, •■ih'imj*. i.n . i l.-'-irLii k.uc 

Mure (iin- rtluj'lf r-i in.iin the |r .I'fi ••-lif:i. •*(', 

OpitiiM^ ihcir ^''iiii'iL'iitig li|'& I • bi'AtIc iiu' wmiilroii 
'tdr}. 

ilii'*li, iii.i a V li' I.ef litarf ..'i 'ic r'^'roiiiiiiiij;. 
I'rLain ii'ito iir'Miii ii>.i\ {c..>s. Uv.'( p iii J.' Ik irr :il( lie 
MuriJiiir'* ihe IVlighiv One Jn^ mn ninl'Tloiu'. 

Ciiiibr ilioii r'li ‘Ce adoun the s. 'cr i IniiJI.nul 'ireamin}: 

Ki\crs ol 1.11.T\ light, ilevidrup < i d':v\diop falling, 
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Starfirc of silver flames br-iicatli ’ 

And vviial enraptured ho'^Ci burn mi the du'k\ heath ' 

Come thou uv.iy with ihciii for H'Mv mi to F.iith i< calling. 
Theif are I'.arili'* m.. o—h«.rans\\,r -■.pirils thnnigiiii^ 
Come til the r..inil m Yniith ■ iIi* treei j;rn'\n there 

Drop (111 till jnirpii uavi the'>tarr\ tiuit liiCv Kvir. 

Drink ' the ifnnn.rlal u.iL'Mi iiiuiuii tli.. '•pirit'.i loiii'.iiiit. 
An thii'i mil nii'\, bnylit iiiu, all '•■niow pa^l, in el.iliiMi, 
Filled VMili iMid III , ^n.iMi lipjtlier h> .tried Wilh the xaot, 
Whiihi.r ill', -j ir.i '..(.ii lb; ih i'pm •lar*. pail 
Unto the J.ig'it of J.i;;lii'> i i ininiiiii; .ul ir.iiimi. 


lS(^6. 
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1 iiAVi ofton womlcroJ whether tlu-rc not •^onu*- 
thinj; wrnny in dur rcliLiiDiiN •sisti'nm in th:u The 
s.iinc riTiiiil, the s.inic litKtriiiLN thi s.iine .isj-iira- 
tions ajv helii tn be Miffieient Imt’'! mr nun and 
wcmu'ii. 'F he l'‘ndeney c\er\uhere t«» (il»liter- 
ate ili'-finefioiiK, ,.nJ if' a woman be hei'Mlfshc is 
lookeil upon ijikinJIy. bhe rarely nnJi istands 
our ineta|'h\‘'it'', and she on the exj^oiiiider 

the nijsTerv of the Loyos uith enigmatic eyes 
which reve.il the tiuhaniinent of another divinity. 
I'he aiuients were \\is(.r th.in we in thi^, f . rliey 
had Aphrodite and J *era and many .mother form 
of the Miyhtv Mother who bestowed on women 
their peeidiar nr.ues aiul p<»wers. .^iirely no 
j»irl in an l lent (-reece ever sent up to all-perv.idino 
Zeus a pra\er that hei natural h>noi?ii^^ niinht be 
fulfilled ; but we iii.i) lie Mire ihat Aphroilite 
eanie many mr n pr.i\ers. 'I he d-eilii. we woiship 
to-day are loo au-terc for w ■■nen to a* m-oash with 
their juuuli.ir desires, and inilml in reiand tfu- 
Lirj^c't miinber ^f our ju-ople .m p t see anv 
necessity for li>\L-Tnakin^ ar all. or what toniui- 
tion spiritual nowers have -vith the affections. A 
girl, without repining, wrik follow her four-leg led 
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dowry to the house of :i niiin she m.iy never have 
spoken twenty words to before her marriai*e. \\ c 
praise our women for their Virtue, but the general 
acceptance of the inarri.iy.c as arranucil shows mj 
une'.notional, mj uiide‘.iral)le a tem|HTainent, that 
it is not ti> be wondered at. One wonders was 
there teinpt.ition, 

W hat the lo^, td the raa m.iv he it is imp<i‘*Mhle. 
to sav, hut it is true that lieautiful ci\ili/ations arc 
built up by tin liesire of man j>ive his lieloved 
all her .u .i'v^. WI.eie there is jio In loved, but 
onl\ a hiiU‘'ikeej ci. ilui\ are no beautiful faiuies 
to ere.ite the be.'m'.tul arts, no .piritu,.! pmiest 
auainsi tiu* mea’i .'v.eJlinL;, no hunger Hi build the 
world anew fm iu-r ‘ake. Aphrodite is outcast, 
and with lui' -n .lo oi ilw other immortals have 
also dejMrted. '! he h«-me lile in Ireland is 
proliaIil\* Mioiv j]:>aiid r*Mii with anv (ither peofilc 
Ci]ii.ill\ pn^^p^niis 111 1 uro]-»c*. 'I'he children 

bci:otieii without lo\e till moic and more the 
teeiniim a lum-'. \\ e .iie without ai i; literature 
is de* pis^d ; we ha\e 1e\v «•! ilio^'e indu''tnt'i which 
bl^rinu up in other countries m reM'onse to the 
desii\ nt woin.in to n; dee i^rainuis inHuem.es 
per\a-le the ho.ne I'f her |"itner, a ■.lesire to which 
man jeadii\ Mild% and toils tii sU’sh it he loves 
truly. I he <ledre for beaiitv has alnuist 

to lie regarded as i.lan -eroU', if not si*,fu] ; and 
the woman who i' sti - the ii.irural iliild the* 
(ireat M ither.ind pric-re*''' of the nM-rcile*, iV.she 
betrav the desire to exercise lur diviiieb-'^iven 
powers, if there be cncJiaucinent in he** eyes and 
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her liiugh, and if she bewilder too many men, is in 
our latest code of morals distinctly an evil in¬ 
fluence. The spirit, melted and tortured with 
love, which docs not achieve its earthly d<sire, is 
held to have \v.l^ted its strenyth, and the jiidunient 
which declares the life to be wrecked is equally 
severe on that whiih caused thi-a wild conflagration 
in the heart. Hut the eml of life is lujt ctnidort 
but divine l)eiiig. We do not reg:n\l the life 
wnich clo'ied in the martyr’s fire a^ tiuled iunnbly. 
'I'he spiritual philosojdiy which separates human 
emotions ;.;id ideas, aiul ilcLlare-^ sume tc- be 
secular and others spiritual, is to blame. There 
is no meditation v. hiLh if proloiii'ed will not bring 
us to the same world where religiiwi would tarry 
us, and, if a flower in the wall will h'ud us to all 
knowledge, so the understanding t)f the jx'culiar 
nature of one-half of humaiiin w'ill brii?-^ ir far 
on our ioiirncy to the sacretl deep. I belie e it 
was this w'ise understanding which in the ancient 
w'orld declared the embodied spirit in man to be 
influenced more by t-he Divine .Mind and in 
woman Iw the iVliglity Moilier, by which nature 
in its spiritual aspect was iinderstooii. In this 
philosopliy, Boundless Being, when manifested, 
revealed itself 'ii two fomis of life, spirit and 
substance; and the eiuih s evt^liii.>)ii of its 
divided rays had as its root '..npuNe tin* ilesire to 
return to that boundlcs^s being. By many wMys 
blindly or lialf consciously the iiid'ivicliial lib 
strives to regain its old fullncsS. 'I'he spirit seeks 
union w'ith nature to pass t'.om the life of visi^m 
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^uito pure being; and nature, conscious that its 
'grosser forms are impermanent, is for ever dis¬ 
solving and Icadinii its votary to a more distant 
shrine. “ Nature is timid like a woman,” declares 
an Indian siripturc. “ bhe reveals herself shyly 
and withdraws again.” ^\11 this metaphysic will 
not ajipear <iut of place if wc regard women as 
infliieiued bevond litrself and her tonsenms life 
for spiritual eiuls. 1 do not enrer a defence of the 
loveles*; coquette, but tJie woman who ha'* a 
natural tleliglu in av.akening love in men is priest¬ 
ess of a diMMity than which there is none mightier 
among the rulers i.f rhe heavens. Through lier 
eyes, her laugh, ii I her iiiotitins, there is ex- 
piesseil nu)re ih.i-i she wins^ious of herseli'. 
The Might\ Mc.ther through the woman is 
kindling a ^vlnlMl| of herself in the sjMiit, and 
through that smiiIvjI .she hreaihcs her ‘'ecret life 
into the heuri, s i that it is ftd from w'irhin and 
is drawn lO hei-elf. We remember that with 
Dante, the image of a woman became at last the 
purified vesture of his '^|nrit through which the 
mvsteries wen* reve.ded. \\ e are for ever making 
our souls with effort and }'.dn, and shaping them 
into images which re\eal or aie voiceless aci<»rding 
to theii degree; and the m.in whiise spirit has 
been obscised bv a beauty so long bnxjded upon 
-♦hat he has almost become that which he c«uucm- 
plated, ow'cs much to the \v«iman who m.iv ne\er 
ii>c his ; and if he <»r the world under-^tood aright, 
he has no cause of ciuuplaint. It is the essentially 
irreligious spirit of Ireland W'hich has £ome to 
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regard love as an unnecessary emotion and the- 
mini»linj> of the sexes as dangerous. For it is a 
curious thing that while we commonly regard our¬ 
selves as the most religious peojiie in iMirope, the 
reverse is probably true. '1‘lie country which has 
ne\tT produced spiritual thinkerb or religious 
teachers of win mi men have heard it' we except 
Herkele} and perhaps the remote Johannes Scotus 
*M*igcna, cannot pride itself c>ii its snirilual achieve¬ 
ment ; and it might leem e\cn jV'ire juradoxical, 
but [ think it would be almost eijuallx true, to say 
that the lirst -iMritual n(»te in om hfcraliiie was 
strut k when ’ loet generally regardi\l as pagan 
wrote it as the aim of his art to leveal— 

I 

Im .il* p.ioi toiili'li ihin. s ii„i( 1 j\i .1 il..'. 


'riie heavens do not declare the glory of any 
more than do shining eye.', nor the fir'ii.iment 
show J lis liaiKiiwi'rk mure than the woven wind 
ot hair, for these WL’*e \\nought with no lesser love 
than set the voung stars swimming in seas of 
jo\oiu and primeval air. If we ilrink in the 
beauty of the night or the iiiouiitaiiis, it is ileenicd 
to be praise fif the Make'', hut it we show an ecjual 
ailoratiun ot die beautv >'f man or w'oman, it 
dangerous, it is almost vieked. t )f course 't 
is dangeroU'; and without il inger I here i** 
p.jssage to eteiiial things. The'e i* the v^alley )f 
the shadow beside the pathvvav of light, an.i it« 
always will be theie, and ihc heavens will neve** be 
entered'by those w'ho shi. nk fr.nii it. Spirituality 
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is the power of apprehending* formless spiritual 
essences, of i>eein[r tlie eternal in the transitory, 
and in the thiiijrs which are seen the iiii'^een things 
of which the) are the -lud<»\v. I «.all Mr. Yeatt»’ 
poetry spiritual when it deel.ires, as in the lines 1 
quoted, that there is no beauty so iri\i.il that U 
is not the sliadtiw of the I'itern.il lleaiitv. i\ 
country is rclii»ious wlure it is (.omiuon belief 
that all rhinos are instiiur with <{i\ifiitv, and 
where the lo\e bctw'een nun .iiul worn.in i" sten 
iis a s)ml»ol, the hi best w'c ha\e, of the union of 
spirit and nature, .iihl their fin.d hJendiii'* in the 
b<iundlei.s heitii^ h’or this rea'-«in thi lightest 

I 1^ 

desires even, the li -hte^t jjrates ot wmiien have a 
philosiiphiLal for wtut sui:l' cations they 

briiiL^ iis of the dnlt-itv behind them. 

As men and w'<initn fiel themselves moie and 
more li> be sharei of ur-ix-’rs.il aims, lh(\ will 

' m 

Cf)ntei.. plate in ta. n other and in thim'-ebes ih.it 
aspect of I fie boundless beinj undei wlio^e in¬ 
fluence the V are east, and will aj'ipeil to ir tor 
uiulerMandin^i and power. ’Ipne, wlii».li i*. lor 
ever briiii^ino b.uk the old and renewing it, may 
yet brin'^ back to us some counterpart of Ajdipj- 
dite or I lei.I as they w'ere umlerstooii b\ the most 
]m)found thinkers of the ancient woild ; and 
W’omcn may ai.*ain have her temples aiul her 
iii)sterics, and renew her r.ulianr life it its 

foiint.iin, and feel that in seekm^ f.jr luMiity site 
is throwing iimre into her owii ancestial In-ine, and 
th.it in its shining forth she is yivini; to n..in, as 
he m.iy give to her, something of that complete- 
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ness of spirit of which it is written, ** neither is th^ 
ninn without the wonuiii nor the woman without' 
the man in the Hij^hest.” 

Jt may seem stranue that whal is so clear should 

re(|iiire statement, but it is only with a kind of 

despair the man or woman of reliuioiis mind can 

cniitemplate the materialism of our thought about 

life. It is not our natural heritage from the past, 

for the bardie poetry shows tli.it a heaven lay 

about us in the mystical childhood of our race, and 

a supernatural orij^inal was often dii\ined for the 

f>re:it luro or beautiful woman. AH thi'. peicep- 

tion has withercL’ .iwav, for relicjion has become ob- 

servance of rule and adherence to doctrine. The 

first stejis to the uoal have been made sufFuient in ' 

themselves; but rolipon is useless miles', it has 

a transforniini; poiver, unless it is able “ to turn 

fishermen into divines,** and make the blinti see 

and tlie deaf hear. They are no true teachcra 

who cannot rise l)e\ond the world of sense and 

* 

darkness and awaken the links within us from 
earth t«) heaven, wiio i.innot sec within the heart 
what are its needs, and wiio have not the power to 
open the jioor olind eyes and touch the eirs that 
have heard no '.ouiid of the lle:!^■elll) harmonics 
Our clergymen do their best to deluer us from 
what they think is evil, but • o not k’.» ' us into the 
Kingdom. They forget thit tlv faeiiiti'-s cannot'* 
be/.,piritualisjd L*v restraint lujf in ll'^e, and th.i* 
the greatest e\il of all is not to he able to sec r!ic s 
divine everywhere, in life and love no le^s than in 
the solct^in architecture oi the spheres, in ^-hc 
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■free play of the beautiful and natural human 
^relations lie the greatest possibilities of spiritual 
development, ftir heaven is not prayer nor [iriiise 
but the fullness of life, which is only divined 
through the richness and varielv of life on earth. 
There is a certain iniinitiide in the emotions of 
love, tenderne*', pitj, joy, and all that is begotten 
in love, and this limitlc'.s character of the enjcitions 
has never received the philosophical ci»nsideration 
which is due to it, f( r e\en lautrhter may be cem- 
sidrred sdlcannlv, and eaietv and iov in iis are the 
shadowy echoes of ihai jin spoken ot the radiant 
Morning btars, ami ilu rc is not an emotion in man 
or Wf>nian which >\i- iw>t, however j»c*r\ertc’d and 
muddied in it" c(»!ii!nd, in si'*ne way how'ed from 
the first lounrain. W e are nc» more divided from 
supcrn.iture th in we are tnun our own bodic*"’, and 
where the life ot ni.in c'r woinan is naluralb most 


intense it mo^t naturallv iwcrrinws ami mingdes 


with the subtler :.nd more lovely wc'rld w'ithin. 
If religion has no word to sa} upon this it is in¬ 
complete, .ind we wander in the narrow circle of 
prayers and j>raise, wondering all the while what 
Is it wc* arc praising Cjod f<»r, because we feel so 
melancholy aiul lifeless. Dante had a place in his 
Inferno for the jobless souls, and if hi** concc*}'tioii 
be true the pofuilation «»f that circle will be larLiely 
modern Irish. A r<*actw/n against this conventual 


restraint is "etting in, an I the needs ui liie will 
[ erhaj'^s in the future no longer be violated a" they 
arc to-day ; and since it is the [lent-up flo«>d of 
the joy which ought to be in life which causing 
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this reaction, and since there is a divine root in it, 
it is difficult tn N:n where it niioht not carry us; ' 
[ hope into muiic renew.il of ancient CJ)nceptions of 
the fuiulainenr.il piiipo^e of womanhood and its 
relaliojis t(* I)i\ine N.itiire, and that from the 
temple^ when* woman inav he instructed she will 
come forth, with strenj^th in her to re-'ist all 
I'le.ulin:; iiniii the lover worship in her a divine 
womrinhoovl, and that throuL^h their love the 
diMtied portions of the immortal nature mav come 
together and he one .is before the hecjinninn of 
wi'rlds 


ii^ 't- 
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1 I 'I I . i|. II I li • III- , 

\ 1 .ll ji • i II it .li- ii till ■' 

< ll •! I -1. ' .1-1 11 . I • 

I ii*i-.. 1 1 ill- 

I •. : I .■ 'll ■ I I. i\>. I ( 

lIi'MXNriY 1' nil tlu lIiiIiI it v.i- .it the 

bc'jlnninn i..*' tfiL* unr!i!. I he •‘pii’f 'vhiih, 
proini't* i)' 'I .'iMJi' ' lie nt, it'c*! l-niLi 

ai*!.* iii!i» I »e, ni I'liii'ii'', ■Ifit'tinn niiture, 
thnu'^h it ' en.il leJ thnu'iih ni.in\ peinul'i i)t' 
}<>ll^h, iniiruMt}, i :k 1 .iL-e, h.i' \rt h.ni its own 
tiMiistuini.nwjfi'.. Its {'.sx, xMiiiJiirhil iImIJIuhsI 
^ave w.iv, :is i.ule ilhr tXxle luiKd ii'cH' 

iluii'Iut, tc' Jiioie litlinile jMirpi'si. iikI nnw it 
olJ :mi( 1 hiirucneJ. with iii iki s. It is unt 
an < 11^0 tii.l1 (|ueiK!)es its fne, hut it \\ill nui renew 
a^aiii the .utixities vhixh l.im it w is. join. ,\ik 1 
so it lomes rh.it men p.iu e with a I'eeliiiL' whieh 
the> tr.iiisl.ite iiitn we.iri’W's of' liii* hi tore the 
.LiXiistmiied •mil p.irpusinf tlu'ir i.ue. 

They wonder .it the spell wlmh induced their 
f.\thei< to pint Hid execute deeds whiLh'^eem to 
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them to have no more meaning than a whirl of dust* 
But their fathers had this weariness also and con¬ 
cealed it from each other in fear, fir it meant the 
l.uing aside of the sceptre, tJic toppliiitr over of 
empires, the chillijig of the household warmth, and 
all Jor a \oice whose inner significance revealed 
itself Init to tine or two among myriads. 

'I'hc spirit has hardly emerged from the 

chihlhood with which nature clothes it afresh at 

e\ery new birth, when the di'^paiit) lietween the 

garment and the weaier becomes manifest: the 

little tis'-iR of joys and ilre.ims w^xon aiioiit it is 

foiiiui inadequate for shelter : it rrembi'es e\po'*ed 

to the winils blowing out tif the unknowii. We 

linuer at twiliL'ht with some ctimpanit'n, still glad, 

contented, and in tune with the nature which fills 

the orchards with blossom and sjiravs the hedges 

with dewy lilofims. 'fhe Iiiighing lipi r:ivc 

utkrame to wishes— ours until th.it nv-nient. 

Then the spirit, without warning, suddenly falls 

into immeasiinble age: a sjihin\-hke f.ice looks 

at us : our lips answer, but far from the region of 

elemental being we inhabit, they s)liable in 

shaviowy sound, out f'f old usage, I he resp«insc, 

speaking of a love and a Inipe wlin M wc know 

h.i\c \anishcd irom us for evermore. So hour by 

hour the seoun. of the im'nite ilrivi.« iis out of 

e\erv nook and corner ol hfe we find olcasanr, 

■ ■ 

Aiiil this always -ikes pl.ice whei* ill lashionctl 
to our liking : then into «»iir d.rtam strides tlrj 
wielder of the lightning: we i;et glimpses e-f a 
world beyond us throngox! with mighty, exultant 
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'beings : our own deeds become infinitesimal to 

us: the cohmrs of our imai^ination, once so 

shining, grow p.ile as the living liyhts of C»()d glow 

upon them. We find .1 little honey in the heart 

which we make sweeter for some one, and then 

another lover, whose forms are legion, sighs to us 

out of its mullitndin-His being: \vc know that the 

old love is i»one. 'There is a sw'eetnes'^ in hong or 

in the cunnin:; re-imajing (»f the beauty we sec; 

but the Magician ot the Beautiful whispers to us 

of his art, how we w*"c with him w'hen he laid the 

foundations of the world, .iiid the -•onf> is un- 

lini^hed, the finee;^ grow li-'tlcs'^. As w'e receive 

these intiniarioii- /if .e^e o-ir veiy sms become 

negative : W'e an -ailI jde.ise 1 it a voiee praises iis, 

but we gri»w Kiliajeu in entcr|'>rises where the 

spur ti> activity ftme t)r the :ui.l.iinati')n (jf men. 

At some point m I'le pa W'* mav ha\e ■'truggled 

mightilv for tn. sweet incense wliiih men offer 
* ■ • ■ « 
to a towel! ig pcj on ilitv ; but the infinite is for 

ever within man ; w'e sightd for other vvorKls and 

found tint to l»e saluted as vii^ior by men did not 

tiiean at,cept.mce the gods. 

Jiur the pLuing of an invisible finger upon 
our lip‘! when we wouKl ‘>ptal;, the heart-throb of 
warning where wc* wmild hoc, tint w'e gtriw con¬ 
temptuous of the pri/.es of life, does not mean 
that the spirit ha- ceased .'■‘om its lai^oui-s, ili;t the 
high-buill iHMiitv of rh. spheres i. 10 topple 
I mistil) into ».haos, as a mighty temple in the desert 
sinki« into the sand, watched onl) by .1 few bar¬ 
barians too feeble to renew its ancient pomp and 

K 
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the ritual of Its once shining congregations. 
Before we, who were the bright children of the 
dawn, may return as the twilight race into the 
silimcc, our purpose mii-it he achieved, we have to 
assume niasterv over that nature which now over¬ 
whelms us, driving intci the Fire-fold the flocks of 
^tars and wandering fires. Does it seem very vast 
and f.ir a\\ay Do }ou sigh at the loim, long 
time ? Or does it appear hopehss ti> yc>ii who 
perhaps return with trembling feet eveiiiiiL^ after 
evening from a little laljour Bin it is behind all 
these things that the renewal take^' place, \.’hen 
love find grief .ire de.id ; when the} iheir 

hold on the spiT.t an%l it sinks b.uk into itself, 
looking out (»n the piriful plight of those who, 
like it, are the \vear\ inherito^-s of so givat destinies: 
then A tenderness which i** tlie most profound 
qiialit} of its being springs up like the i iiir.ning 
of the dawn, and if in that nmod it would plin or 
execute it know*! no we.irines**, tur it i'. .u'urished 
from the I'irsr Foufuain. .\.n for tlie\e feeble 


children of the once vIimioli" '■pirits of the d.iwn, 
only .1 \ i''t hojK can annise them froiii s > \ast a 
despair, fiir the fire will not inviironte them for 
the repc’litioii of pettv deeds but onb. h>r the 
eternal enteipfi‘'e, the war in he.cen, th.>t conflict 
berwc'cn 'I'ltan u* d Zeu*' wir.h is part if the never- 

I 

ending sTrui»«ile of the hiu'Mn spirit to assert its 
‘unrem.icv over nature. \\'e, who 'le, crushed 


bv this mountain nature piled .Lbo^e ir:, nui't 
arise again, unite to storm the heavens and sir in 
the scats ul the mightv. 
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VVe speak init of too petty .1 spirit to each 
other; the true poems, said AVhitniaii: 

Driiij! noils, u. ii' >'i Iv I 'crPiiiiii i»' ii> Iv^iwiti'ii .iipl (ii!!, 
Wlioin ri* \ I I'.t 'ii'.x p.i l iu Ik'iiuM tin i iitn ot 

i.tr-i, ID It ini iHi'j iliL mean lilt's. 

To lainuli i'ti \iith li' nurt Uitli, id iwn ,• L}i''ijiii(ii liu • ca 

nni'- .iiiti II' i|itiUL 

Hm* U irispii’.iM n—tlit* of* ihc ‘‘oul. 

lu'tTV \voi\l wlii' h r.cilly iii'-pi'-tN i-s spoken .is if 
tbc (lol.i'.n .\l;» *..i i p.i'.^fJ. "I In* uriMt 

rt\u'luTs ipunrc *' . piTspn,*! iJ.cMi:iy .in*! spo.ik 
to rhi' cU'iiiil p!i run. I di' tifri.ii ilic form or 
surfu'o t.ir iO!iio\t%i I mm h.-.iiifv m.iki's us filter, 
and \vv spt-nk to th.it form .iiid tlu* soul is not 
stirred. jT*'i .ns t\|UiI i'*mpti .iroiiscs *i. To 
whoever luils in tlu lover, the hero, the m.itii- 
eian, it will resp.iiui. Inic nor to him who .iLv.'osts 
it in the ii.uiu* Uid stvie of it-n outer self. Ilow 
often ilo £i'>l lon^ t'» hre.ik thr'»Li:;h lire veils 
whi^ii dividt. iis from some one, l)ur iiisiom, ton- 
venlion, or .i fe.jr of heiiiy unsimderstiMKl pi event 
us, and so the moment pas-^es whost lu.it iniiju 
have hiirned through ever) h.inier. Out with 
it—out wiih it, the hidden heart, the love ih.if is 
voiceless, the secret ccn.l r Lierni of .in infinite 
forjiiveness. 'That speaK i to the ht irt. That 
,?ierccs throiiL*!' many a vestuie of tlit .'soui. Our 
companion strut:j>Ics in some 1 ihyrintli ol']’»assion. 
Wc help him, we think, with ethic and moralities. 
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Ah, very well they are ; well to know and to keep, 
but wherefore ? For their ow'n sake ? No, but 
that the Kini> may arise in his beauty. We write 
that ill letters, in hiK'ks, but to the face of the 
fallen who briiitis track renienibriiiice r Who 
calls him bv his secret name ? Let a man hut 
fei‘l fur wh.it liit>h cause is his battle, for what is 
his cvtlic l.iboiir, and a warrior who is* invincible 
fi'^hts for him and he draws upon divine powers. 
()ur attitude to man and to nature, ex]'.re^sed or 
not, has somethin^ of the effcM of ritii.il, of 
evoLathm. As our aspir.ition so i- . m iiispir.-tion. 
We believe in !ife universal, in a brotherhood 
whivh link'' the .-lements to nian, and makes the 
^low-worm feel far nff someihinj of the i.iptiire 
of the seraph hosi>. 'I'heii we yo out into the 
living worlil, and wh.U infiiienees pour throuirh 
us ! We .ire “at lia^ue with the stmus i*! the 
field.“ rile winds of the world blow n.iia.’itly 
upon IIS as in the earl\ time. We feel wrapt 
about willi love, with an infinite tenderness that 
c.iresses ijs. Alone in our room-, .is w'e ponder, 
what sudden .ibys&es of Iif«ht open within us I 
The (I'od- are so imiLh nearer than we dreamed. 
We rise up intoxuated witli the ihoinjhr, and reel 
out '■•eckini* an equal to ■ip.ini iiT-hi,^ under tlie 
f^reat nii^ht aii'l the siar-*. 

Let US yet neir to r» ilitie^. We read too 
iiV'th. We th'nk of that which i'. “ the J'rwd, 
tr.e Comforter, the f.cird, tht \Mtness, lie 
resting-place, the as}luni, and the Friend.*' Is 
it by any of these dear and familiar names ? 'Fhe 
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soul of the modern mystic is bccominpr a mere 
hoarding-place for iinconiely theories. T ie creates 
an uncouth ^vmholisni, .iiid blinds his soul within 
with names drawn from the Kabala or aneicjit 
Sanskrit, and Inake^ alien to hinisclf the intimate 
powers of his ‘‘pirii, things which in truth are 
more his tfi.in the beatings of his heait. Could we 
not speak ot tiiem in our own tongue, and the 
language of to-da\ will be as sacred as any of the 
past. Fnnn the (»ulden One, the ».hild of the 
divine, comes a \tn; e ' 11 its shadow. 11 is stranuer 
to our world, ah of irf)m our ambitions, with a 
destin) riot here i)e tiilfiMeii. it -.lys ; “ You 
are of i.Ui'-t while I am rob‘d in .)palescent airs. 
You dwell in h-nsH’’ of clay, I in ;i temple not made 
by hands. I will in/t mi with thee, bii' th.ui must 
come with me. ' And not alone is tin* form ot 
the divine'aio.i* but the -ipiiit behind the form. 
It is .alUsi 'he ' toal iiuly, luir it has no ending. 
It is the Com toller, but it waves away our io\s 
and hopc^ like tliL angel with the flaming sW4)rd. 
Though it is the Kc’stiiig-place, it stirs to all 
hcioie strife, to outgoing, to conejuest. U is the 
Frieiul indeed, but it W'ill not yield to our desires. 
Is it this strangt, unfathomable self wc think to 
know, and .iw.tken to, by what is written, or l^y 
study of it as so many plane-i of consciouMU'ss ? 
But in vain we store th* upper eh.niiliers r'f the 
mind w'iih such quaint fieniture of thought, ^'o 
archangel makes his aboiie theiein. They abide 
only in the shining. No wonder ih.it the flods 
do not incarnate. We cannot sa) wo do pay 
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reverence to these awful powers. W’e repulse' 
the Hvinof truth bv our doubts and reasonings. 

c* would c'lnr.pel the ChkIs to i’all in w'ith our 

petty pliil(iS(;phv r.ilhcr than trust in the heavenly 

miidance. Ah, to think of it, those ilreaJ deities, 

the divine hires, to he m) enslaved ! We have 

not comprehended the nuMnin<> of the voice which 

cried, Prepare \e the wav of the l.ord,’* or this, 

** Lift up vf)ur heads, \e uatc'-. lie je lifted 

up, ve cverlasrinn doors, aini th* kint* of (dory 

shall ciune in.” Nothin'* that we lead is useful 

unless it I..IU up livinu things in ihe stiul. To 

read a iiivstic book truly is to invoke the powers. 

If thiv do not r ^e up plumed and radi.int, the 

appariiunis of spiriiual thinjis, then is our labour 

barren. We onl\ encumber the mind with use- 

■ 

less symbols. 'I'liev knew better ways lonu: riuo. 

“ Master ot tiie (ireen-waving Planisphere, . . . 
land of the i\/Aire Iwpanse, ... it is rhus %ve 
invoke,” cried the inaiiitians (»f (dd. 

An>l US, let Us invi/NC them with jo\, let us C(dl 
upon them with love, the I.ight we hail, or the 
Divine Darkness we worshij^ with silent breath. 
That silence tries aloud to the (lods. Then they 
will approach i. . I'hen vv-e inav learn that specth 
of m.iiiv t<iloiifN, for thev will not "peak in oui 
mortal tongue ; 'hev will no answer . # the names 
of nun. Theii names .ire i dnb»)vv ulorics. Yet 
these are m\-«teri'-s, and thev cannot he rcasonea 
<jut or aigued over. W'c camun spiak truly oi 
them from report, or dcstiiption, or from what 
another has written. A r lation to the thinn in 
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itself alone is our warrant, and this means we must 
set aside our intellectual self-sufficiency and await 
guidance. If will surely come to those who naif 
in trust, .i glow, a heat in the heart announcing 
the awakenin'^ of the hire. And, as ir blows with 
its mvstit breath into the brain, there i.-^ .i hurtling 
of visions, .1 bril)i.iP(.e of lights, a sound as c^f 
great waters \ii>rani and musical in (heir flow¬ 
ing, and murmurs frf)m a single yet multitudinous 
being. In such .1 luixul, when tiu f.ir betouies 
near, the siiange t. miliar, and the intiiiitc possible*, 
he wrote fiuin wliose words we gef rh<* in- 
sj)iratlc'n : 

'L'li LuiikIi (iti \Mi ! il Miiiiti h lii, tn ^'Acrp throii^'li tlic 
iiM i'!i' ..n>l niM'i K i|Uki l;^llll 

Such .1 I liih and "lu h an unrest be cnirs : 
faith win* h i'* nustru r of the visible; unrest 
wliich is lull ot \ hidden surel\ and reli.uue. We, 
when w( fill 1:11 » |)lea''ant plates, rest and dream 
our strength a\t.i\. liefoie every enterprise and 
ad\entuie ')f the "muI we lakuiate in fear our 
puiver to do. Hur rtmeiiiber, “Oh, distiple, in 
tin work for thv brothi.- tlum hast Uianv allies; 
in the winds, in the air, 111 all the voiees of the 
silent sh< ire.” I hese .ire the f 1 r-waiiilereii |»wers 

of tuir own nature, an%l the\ turn .ignin home at 
our need. We i.ime fiit of the (I're.it Mother- 
Life for the purposes • f s>iul. Are her darlings 
forgotten where they i'arkly wander and strive.^ 
Never. Are not the lives of all her herues proof 
'"riiuiigh they seem to stand alone The eternal 
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Mother keeps watch on them, and voices far away 
and unknown to them before arise in passionate 
defence, iind hearts beat warm to help them. 
A}e, if we tfiuld look within \vc w^aild see vast 
nature stirred on their behalf, and im-tilutions 
shaken, until the truth tiuy hi*ht for Iriumphb, 
•and they pass, and a wake of i>loiy ever wiilen- 
inii behind them trails down the ocean of the 
years. 

'Mills the warrior within us wi'rk'^, or, if we 
choose to phrase it so, it is the .iclion of the 
spiritual wilk Shall we not, then, liu-'t in it and 
face tlie iuikn(.wn, defiant and icirless of its 
danj:e!s. 'Mioue i we seem to i:«; alone to the 
hi^h, the loneli, the pure, we need not despair. 
Let no one brinii to this task the mood of the 
mart)r or of one who thinks he saerifiies some- 
thbiq. Yet let all who will Lonn. Let them 
enter rise path, f.iciiiL! -all thirds in life and .kaih 
with a mood at onci* u.iy and re\ereiil, a?* beseems 
those who are iniinort.'*—wlio are children to-day, 
but whose h.inds to-nioni»w may tir.isp the steptre, 
•^ittin^ down with »he Ca.ds as e(|u.ils and com¬ 
panions. “ \\ hat a man thinks, that he is ; that 
is the old secn-t.” In thi^ self-conaf^ti.'ii lies 
the secret of lit*-, the wa} nf is^.i|.e and leturn. 
We h.ive biia!iine«^ ours-.-lvc' :iito bttlci.ess, dark¬ 
ness, and ff eblenes'--. We mis r inMCiM r u**selves 
into «>reatness. “ If thou will in a ecj.ial thyself 
to (iViJ thou canst not imderstand (loii. 'Mie like 
is only intelligible b\ the like.” In sonic moment 
of mi»re cftnipletc imaj«inati* n the thought-bos *i 
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may go forth and look on the ancient Beauty. 
So it was in the mysteries long ago, and m.iy well 
be to-day. 'I hc* poor dead sh.idow was laid to 
sleep, forgotten in its darkness, as the fiery penver, 
mounting fnjin heart to head, went forth in 
radiance. Not then did if rest, nor ought we. 
The dim wc'rlds drnppe%l behind it, the lights of 
earth disappeared as it neared the heights of the 
immortals. 'I here was One seated on a throne, 
One dark and hrudir uifh ethereal glf)ry. It 
arosi- in greetine. d he radi inf figure laid its head 
ag.iinst the breast wliith ^rew snddtnlv u«^lden, 
and Father and Sun vaiiisJieJ in that whuh has 
no place ' » n.inic 


Ml 


^•\ I'll I !i I • *ii. iii^ 

'\ ' ii" e ■ '1 iti 1 

I I *|l I l|' nil il II 'I 

I '■ I I |ll! ll !• I'l'l! I lllli 

We are i)Ut..a'ts from l)cir\, therefure we 
defame the phue of’our exile. But wno is rliere 
may se( aparf his desimi from the e.irth wliiih 
bore him r I am c'ne «)f thuse who wnuld. briiiL^ 
back the old u\ertin.e fnr the Moihei, the magi-, 
the love. 1 rhiiik, melaphysi. ian, voii Jiave eeiie 
astray. You wduKI seik within vouislII' ft r tlie 

fountain uf life. Yes, tlie e is rhe true, the ••nlv 

■ 

light. But do ni't dreaiii r will le:id \<ni farther 
A way from the earth, l>ui rather diee[K'i into it'j 
heart. By it ymi arc nourished witli thosi* living 
waters YOU would drink. ^ mu are \cr*in the 
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womb and unborn, and the Mother breathes for.' 
you the tliviner airs. I')!irt out your farthest ray 
of thoujLihi t<i the ori;>inal, and yet )oii have not 
found a new p.itli of your own. Your ray is still 
enclosed in the n.irent ra\, and only on the 
sidere.il streinis are you borne to the freedom 
of the dee|', to the sacred stars whose distance 
maddens, a?»d to the loneh Iai»hi of Linlits. 

r,et US, therefore, iiccepl the conditions and 
address cHirselvcs with wonder, with awe, with 
love, .is wc well niav, t<» that Ik in a in whom w'e 
nmve. I abate no jot of those \.i‘'ier hoptyet 
I would pur^^Lu that ardent asjiir.ition, content sis 

to here and to-.'.iv. I do not belieie in a nature 

■ 

red with t«-otli and claw. If indeed she .ippears 
so terrible to aiiv it is because they themselves 

m m 

have arnu’d her. A{»ain, behind the aiiaer <jf the 
(iods there is .i love. Are the nKks b.nreii.? 
l/av \uur brow luaiiiM them .iiid learn what 
memories they kup. Is the brown c.uth iiii- 
bcautiful : ^ et lit “ii the breast of the Mother 

and \oii shall be aiir*oled with the ilews of faery. 
'I'he earth is the entrant c to the 1 iaHs of Twilijrht. 
What emanations .<re those that make radiant the 
dark woods cm pine 1 Uound. i‘\er\ leal and tree 
and over all l ie moimtaii.s w'aee tlu fiery trcsbC' 
of that hidden sun whith 's the son. of the earth 
and luient oi your sf)iil. Hut we rhink of these 
llvnus no loni, ‘r. lake the p'-oJiLial we have 
wandered f.ir from our home, but no more retui n.* 
Wc idly pass or w'lit as s'l-aiiurers in the hall? our 
spirit built. 
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S.id or i.iin no inoro lo li\^ * 

I ha\o pr*'- cil I lie lip* fJ p.i’n 

Willl I he' j..\0 

Kail'OtIK I l-Kl.tli {•■liSC.I .iL'Illl 

I would r.ii^o tlii-? shriiikiiv* •^oul to a more 
universal .uapt.iiuo. W'h.it ! d«V'. if aspire to 
the All, and dcn\ 1)\ its revr*lt and inner pro¬ 
test the justice of Law ? Kroin sorrow we 
take no less and no mort than froi-i our |ojis. I-’or 
if the one re\(aK io ihe 'o-al ihe nio-le h\ whi\.h 

iT 

the powei- (.\erfli'i\ .‘rid fills it here, the other 
indicates to it tiie uM.'lter.dilc' v\ill whith checks 
excess and leads ii < i< to true ]iiopi)riion and its 
own ancestral ije il. 'let men ^ccmu for e\er to 
fly from thei'- •h’‘rinv oi ine\ir.ihle heaut\ ; 

* m ■ ' 

because of i:ela\ tlii* power iiiMies an 1 lures no 

lonjicr Init our inio the hii'h\\.n • with a 

hand of inTij, We look ou k chee>’fiillv » nouuh 

upon those old trials out iil whu ii we h.i\e p.«ssi'd ; 

biu we ha\e ule.ieed onl\ an attei m.ith or wisdom, 

and missed the full harvest i! the will ha^ not ri’^en 

ro^allx at the moment in unisun with the will of 

the Immortal, e\cn tlu)U,L:h it comes rolled lou d 

with terror and sutferinL: and strikes at the heart 

of cla\. 

■ 

'rhroui»h all these tiling , in vloiihl. desj\iii\ 
poverty, Mik, feeble, or bafihd, we have \el lo 
learn reliance. “ / : /// • 0/ Ittivt' ft.u. *.• 
thee'' are the wiirds of tin* most atuient spirit, to 
the spark wamleriiiij in the iinniensity or it" i>wn 
bein^. 'Fliis hit^h couiaj:c lirini*s with it a 
vision. It sees the true intent in all circumstance 
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out of which its own cmeracs to meet it. Before 
it the bliickiK'bS melts into forms of beauty, and 
back, of all illusions is sccfi the oUl enchanter 
tendcrlv smiling, the dark, hidden iMther en- 
velopin^ his children. 

All things have (heir conlpensari^)n^. hor 
what is absent here there is alw.i\s, if we seek, a 
nobler preseiice about us. 

CfiptUL, LL* wluii a.ir» L'lvr 
III liic hiiiJ.ii ii .iri i.i I l.c. 

Ar :h> ir i.iilid:i«.c il.i'h ,iiii! ii'.'l.; 

' a.ii. III'.. i!r(..iiii\ ki.i*'iii J>>i 

m ■ 

We compl.iin of condition':, but this very 
imj>erKi. (ion it is v.hich un^es us to .iri^e and ^eek 
for the Isles of the Immortal.s. What we lack 
recalls the fulness. 'The soul has seen a brighter 
ilav than this and a sun whiili never sets. \ fence 
the retrospect: “'I'liou h.ist beeii in lulen the 
garden of ti'ovl; e\<TV pretioU'. stone wa* thy 
eoverinii, the saidiu^, topaz, and the diamond, 
the ber\l, the onyx, rhe ja«per, (he sa^ijihirc, 
emerald. . . . 'I hou u.isr upon the hol\ mountain 
of (j'od; thou hast walked up and down in the 
midst of the stones of fire.** \V'e would point out 
these radiant a\cnues ot n’tum but times 
we feel in ciur In-irts rh.it .ioujul but cockney 
voices, as giiiiiL" amid the ..'icienl tiai'ples, the 
cycloj>ean crypts sanLlified In the '".ii-rc .-h-s. To 
be intelligible we -(‘j^lace tlie oj.al.‘'Cent .shining 
by the terms of the ‘.c«entisi, and we p'-ate of occuh t 
physiology in the same breath with ilie Most High. 
Yet when the .soul has the xidon divine it knows 



Trie RENEWAL OF YOUTH 141 

not it has a body. Let it remember, and the 
breath of glory kinillcs it no more; it is once 
again a c.iptivc. After all it docs rmt make the 
mysteries clearer to speak in j»h}sital terms and 
do violence to our intuitions. If ue ever use 
these centres, :is fires vve sJiall se(* them, or they 
shall well up wiihiri us -as fountains of potent 
sound. A\e niav ^atisfV people’s minds with .1 
sense corresp<indenee, and their souN m.iy \et lioUl 
aloof. Wc >>hall on!'* inspiie b\ the magic *)t a 
superior be;uil\. this too has its danger-^. 

“Ihou hast lorrui'fni ihv ui^dom bv reason 
of ihv l-rLihtne‘.s,” continues the se^r. If we 
follow too iniKii tb- !iisi\e Iv.-uly of form we will 
mi?' the •'jntit I he last secrets .11 e tor those who 
translate vision into I'emu. Does rhe L'h’ry fade 
away before uni : ^ay truly in >our heart, “ 1 
care not. '! \vill weir t'ne r<'l»es I am endowed 
with to- iav.'* \ ' u are alre.ui\ become beautiful, 
being beyinu'. desoe and fiee. 

.in.! l■.l^ nil i> S]'.i 
FriiI'.iiv I'l oi.ii ns II ‘lii"'\ 

S{'. ill 'iiiill ' ij ].11 i)'Iji' Ji]*., 

'*'.1^ -111'* • 1 *: .1 \i 'ail i'i\ II 

m 

To cliildl’.ood once again. We must reyain 
the lust stale. JJul it is to the giant ami ‘pirifual 
childhi'i'd of the voung immoital'* we inu'l re- 
turn, when inti) their ilea' and tr.insbicenr '•ouls 
first fell the ra\'. of the fat ler-ining^. 'I'lie men 
ofold were intim.ites of woid and wave .ind pLy- 
mates of many a brightness long since toi gotten. 
The rapture of the fire was their rest; ^heir out- 
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going was still consciously through universal* 
being. By darkened images we may figure 
somethinti v.muely akin, as when in rare moments 
under the '•tars the big dreamy heart ot'childhood 
is per\.ided with i]iiict and brimmed full with 
love. Dear children of the world, so tired to-day 
—so wear}' seeking -after the light. Would you 
recover strength and inmiorral viuour r Not one 
star alone, your star, shall shed its happy light 
upon you, but the All }ou must ad«)rc. Some¬ 
thing intimate, scLtet, unspeakable, akin tci thee, 
will emerL-e silenth, itisensiidv, and. allv itself 

I ■ ■ 

with thee as ihou :Mtherest th\self trom the four 
quartif' of the e.iiJi. ^\e ‘ilvill uo ba^k to the 
world ot the dawn, but to a brighter light than 
that which opencil up this wondrous stor} of the 
cyiles. riie forms of elder ye.irs will reappear in 
our vision, the f-uher-beiniis dikc ag?m. So wc 
shall grow at home .irnidi the-.e grandeurs, and 
with that All*PresetKe about us mav erv in our 

m m _ 

hearts, “ At last is our meeting, Immortal. O 

starry one, now is our rest ! 

■ 


V. “MK' rfW.l'. , 

W _* Xm'iI ■••Hi Jl til IlCilt’ ill** Tl' 

i 

r.i-i I'l'. 'iil i' I'11* 1. 

Ill rli * >1 ir . 


I 



THK MliRO IN MAN 
I 

Thfrr somclimt*** lomrs on U'. a nmod of stranm* 
reveivncf for people . I'd which in levs 

contemplative hour-s \m hold to he unwi^rthy; 
and in Muh monien' ve mj\ set side h\ side the 
hcavi (it the C hnst .i-it' tiie lu.ul of .in outcast, and 
there i*' an eqi:il ladi-OKe aniuiui oath, which 
makes <>f the darker r.ue .! sh.ulow ami is itself a 
shadow around the head of liuht. W'e ffel a 
fundameiu.i* i.iinr\ of purpi>'e in rheir presence 
here, and would a wilhoLilA pa\ honiaLie to the 
one wliu has lallen -s tu him wiu> has bcLome a 
master of life. I know' that immemorial order 
decrees that the l.nirel irown he uiven only to the 
vicU»r, hut iij the-e moment* I speak of a profound 
intuition c*h.inties the decree ..nd sets the aureole 
on both .dike. 

We f'etl such deep pit\ for the fallen tlnit there 
must needs he a justice in it, hir these diviner 
feclin<;s are wise in tbemsch -s and do not \aiiuely 
arise. I hev .ire lights t* mi the l*'athei. A 
Ju'-rice lies in uttermost pil\ and forgivenes*. even 
when we seem to ourselves to be most deeply 
wronged, or why is it that the awakening of 

MJ 
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resentment or hate brings such swift contrition ?, 
We are ever self-condemned, and the dark thought 
whicli went forth in us brooding revenge, when 
suddenly smitten by the light, withdraws and hides 
within itself in awful penitence. In asking my¬ 
self why it is that the meanest are safe from our 
condemnation when we sit on the true scat of 
judgment in the heart, it seemed to me that their 
shield was the sense we have of a nobility hidden 
in them under the cover of ignoble things ; that 
their present darkness was the result t)f some too 
weighty hetoic hbour undertaken h'n.g ago b) the 
human spirit, thjt it w.is the eijiiseerarion t)f past 
purp'^se which |i’ayed with such a lender light 
about their ruined lives, and it was more pathetic 
because this nobleness was all unknown to the 
fallen, and the heroic (ause of so much pain was 
foriiottcn in life’s prisiui-house. ^ 

While feeliiitr the service to us of the great 
ethical ideals which have been f irmulatcd by men, 

I think that the idea of justice intellectUtilly con¬ 
ceived tends in beget .■ Lcrtain hardness i»f heart. 
It is true th.it men have done wroncf—henu* their 
pain; but b.u'k of all this there is something 
infinitely sootlii.ig, a light that df)cs not vvound, 
which saya no harsh thin:', evm ahhoturh the 
darkest (tf the s? Vits turns it in it* .jljoi'v, for 
the darkest of human spirit-- lias aunmd him 
this fir-'t glory wh'ch shines Iroir. a deeper being 
within, whose history may be told :i-> the legend r-f, 
the Hero in Man. 

Among the many immoi mIs with whom ancient 
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myth peopled the spiritual spheres of humanity 
are some figures which draw to themselves a more 
profound tenderness than the rest. Not A]diro- 
ditc rising in Iicanty from the faerv foam of the 
first seas, not Ap')ll() with sweetest singing, 
laughter, and unith, not the wieldcr of the light¬ 
ning could cx.ut the re\erence aeeorded to the 

lonelv ‘I'itan chained on the mountain, or to that 
■ 

bowed figure heavy with the burden of the sins of 
the world ; for the biightir divinities had no part 
in the laboui of im 11 no siuh intimate relation 
with the wherefiirc of his <iwii existence so full of 
struggle, 'j'he nio:«* r.ivii.int fiLiures are prophecies 
to him of his licstuo, but the I'itan .uid the Christ 
are a revelation of Iii^ .'lore irronedlare state ; their 
giant sorrow*, lon'p.iniiiii hi-, own, and in con¬ 
templating them he .iwaken--* ^\hat is noblest in 
his own nafiire ; or, in I'flnr words, in under¬ 
standing theo* divine iierni^m he understands 
himself. 1 i i ihi*' in truth it *'(*eins to me to 
mean : all knowlcuge is .1 rex elation xM' the .‘•elf 
to the ^elt, and our deepv-r ii>niprehei''-ix)n x>f the 
secir.iiiiilv apart ilivine is also our f.irrhcsr inroad 
to self-knowledge; IVimethoiis, Christ, are in 
every heirt; the stx'rv of iinc is the sti»rv of all; 
the Titan anJi the CniLified are hum.inilv. 

If. then, we coni>ulei them as rc-piesenring the 
human s]-»irit aiui iliM’ti^.o.gle fio'ii the ihmIis 
their meaning, we sli.ill fit : that wh.uevtT rev^r- 
• ence is due t«' that henac li)»e. uliicii desi^ended 
from heaven for the redeeming of a lower nature, 
must be paid to every human being, thrisr is 

L 
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incarnate in all humanity. Prometheus is bound:* 
for ever within us. I'hey are the same. They 
are a host, aiul the divine incarnation was not 
spoken of one, but of all tlu)«e who, descending 
into the lower world, tried to change it into the 
di^'ine im.iije, and to wrest out ()f chaos ;i kini*dom 
lor the empire of lii*ht. *I'he anuels saw liclow 
them in c haos a senseless rout blind with elemental 
pissi«)ii for eve*' warring with discordant cries 
which broke in iipmi the w«irld rif ilivine be.iuty ; 
and that the pain might *.Iepart, they tirew rebell¬ 
ious in the Master’s peace, and ic-cendii.jr to 
e.irth the aiiLsel-c li-ahts were (riiiitied in men, 
leaviii-' so radi.' it wiirlds, Mieh a Imht of beauty, 
for earth’s yrev tuilinht tilled with rears, that 
through this elenienta! life might hrealhe the 
starrv music brouiiht from I lim. If the “Fore¬ 
seer ’* be a true name fjr the Titan, ii follow" that 
in the host which he represents v\as a Ii‘^hi vvhich 
well frirekiu'w .ill tin dark paths ol its journey; 
foreseeing the bitter‘t'-uggle with a hustile nature, 
but toreseeing perhap.^ a g.iin, a cli.stani glory o’er 
the hills of sorrow, and that chaos, divine and 
transformed, with only gentle brtatliing, lit up 
bv the Christ- oul fit' th • imivc»-se. 'I here is i 

m 

transforming j ower in tin Thought its ‘If: we can 
tin longiT coiuicmn the falu i, they wii'i laid aside 
their thrones of ancient power, t-u-ir s|vrit ecstasy 
and beautv tjm siu h a mihsion. F-.*i'iiar.s ihobc who 

• j 

sank lowest did so to raise a greater burden, and, 
of these m»)st fallen it m.*v in the hour of their 
resurrection l:e said, “ 'Thi last shall be first.*' 
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So, placing side by side the head of the outcast 
with the heail of Christ, it has this equal beauty— 
with as bright a glory it sped from the I'alher in 
ages past cmi its redreming lain)iir. Of hi*- present 
darkness what shall \\e siy r “ He is altugether 
dead in sin?” N.iv, rather with tendeinesb for- 
bear, amt think the foreseeing spirit has taken 
its own dread p.ith to mastery; that that which 
foresaw the sorrow' foresaw .ilso be\ond it a greater 
joy and a mightier exihteiKe, when it would rise 
again in a new' robe wewen out of the treasure 
hidden in the deep of-.ts subnuTgeiite, and shine at 
last like the stars ot the morning, and live among 
the Sons of (lod. 


11 

Our deepest love is w'heii we aie aloiu. We 
think iiKist ^riily, I-ne lx-1. when isol.iteil Isom the 
outer w«irlii in ihat ni\siie ab\ss we call nouI. 
Nothing e'rernal ».an ecjual tiu fullnes*. c.f these 
moments. We niav sir in the blue twillidil with 
a friend, or bend t*»gether b\ the hearth, half 
whispering (a- in a slletiLf populous with loviiiL* 
thoughts mutu.illy understood ; then we m.iy feel 
hap|>y and at peace, but it is only bec.iijsc wt are 
lulled by a semblante to deeper intim:Ki..s. W lien 
W'e think ut a friend and the loved one dmws nigh, 
we sometimes feel half-p.iined, for we i(uKlu\i 
something in our solitude which the living 
presc'nce shut (»ut; we seem more apart, and 
would fain wave them aw'av and try. ” Call me 
not forth from this ; I am no more a ^pirit if I 
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leave my throne.” But these moods, though lit 
up hy intuitions of the true, are too partial, they 
bclont' too much to the twilight of the he.irt, they 
have too drc.iniy a temper to serve us well in life. 
W’c would wish rather for our thoughts a direct¬ 
ness such as belongs to the messengers oi' the 
gods, svift, bcautifuK flashing presences bent on 
purposes well understood. 

\\ h.tt we need is that this interior tenderness 
sh.ill lie elevated i?it*) seership, th.ii what in most 
is only ye.irning or blind love shall see clearly its 
way .uul hope. 'To this end we h.ive lo obsi^rve 
more intentiv thv nature of the interioi life. \Vc 

m 

And, indeed, that it is not .1 solitiule .it all, but 
dense with inultitudinoiis being : insleail of being 
alone we are in the thronged highways of exist¬ 
ence. h'or our guidance when entering here 
many words of warning have been littered, laws 
have belli outlined, .ind beings full of wonder, 
terror. ,ind beautv described. Yet there is a 


spirit in iis deeper than our intellectual being 
which I ihink of as the I Icro in man, who feels the 


nobility of its place in the midst of all this, and 
who would f.iin equal the greatness ut |ierioption 
with deeds as jj.vat. 'I'he weulp''ss .in-l ^ense of 
futility which I'ften fa i.pon the » vstic after 


much thought due > i iis, that he has not 

re'cogni/.ed that he iiuisi »e workiT a-^ w* M as scer, 

that here he lui-. diitir JematiebnL: a more sus- 

■ 

laiiicd endurance, just as the inner life is so much, 
vaster and mere intense than the life he has left 
behind. 
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Now the duties which can be taken up by the 
soul are exactly tllo^e which it feels most in¬ 
adequate to perform wlieii acting .is .in emlwulied 
bein^. Wh it shall be ilone to quiet the he.trt-cry 
of iJie world ; how answer the dumb .qqHMl <iir 
help we s<i often divine below eyes that l.muli ? 
It is tlu s.iddest of .ill sDrrows to think that pity 
with no h.inds to lieal, th.'it love without a v<#ice tt) 
spe.ik should helplessly he.i|i their p.iin upon j»jin 
'while e.irth shall L-ndure. i>ut there truth 
alx'Ut sorrow whiih i think ni.iy nuke it neem not 
so hopeless. 'rhcM .ire tewu' barrier^ tii.iii we 
think : there K in riurh, an inner alli.uue between 
the soul who wou'a l.iin i;ive .ind the son) who Ls 
in need. N.u'jiv has well providcii that not one 
golden r.iy of all our thoULrhts i; -^jied inerteLti\e 
rlirouLih the dark ; not «»n'‘ ilro|> of the magical 
eli\irs> love %!i.ails uasii-d Let us loiisidir how 
this mav be. 'I'f*eie is a habit w'<- nearly all have 


indiilued in. \\ e weave li»tle sUtics in our minds, 
expendin.: love and pit} uju)n the ini:icrin.irv 
beings we have treated., and 1 have lH*en led to 
think tivat manv of these ar., not imagiiiarv, that 
somewhere in the world beings are living iiist in 
that wa\. .ind we nua-elv re-form and live over .ig *in 


in our life the storv of another life. 


Sometimes 


these far-aw.iy intimates as‘unie so vivid .i shape, 
they come so near with the.r appeal for sympathy 
that the piitiires ire unfurge*rahle ; and the mere 
■ I ponder over them the more it seems to me that 
they often convey the actual neeil of scyne soul 
whose cry for comfort has gone out into the vast. 
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perhaps to meet with an answer, perhaps to hear 
only silence. I will supply an instance. I see a 
child, a curious, delicate little tiling, seated on the 
doorstep of a house. It is an alley in some threat 
city, andi there is a j^loom of evening and vapour 
over the sk\. I see the child is bendiiu* over the 
path ; lie is pickiiu* cinders and arran^int; them, 
and .IS I jH)nder L become aware that he is laying 
d' .vn in gritty lines the walls of a house, the 
mansion of Jiis dream, 1 lere spread aloiu* the 
paxement arc large rooms, these for his friends, 
and a riii\ «oom 'n the centre, that is his own. So 
his thought plax-* Just then 1 latch a glimpse 
of the Lorduroy tnnjsers of a parsing workman, 
and a heaw boot irushes through the cinders. I 
feel the pain in the ihild’s heart as he shrinks 
batk, his little lovelit house »»f dreams all rudely 
.shatteieil. Ah, poor child, buildinu the City 
IJcaiitifui out of a few liiulcrs, yet nigher, truer in 
intent than many a stately, gold-rich p.ilate reared 
by priiKLs, thou wert not forgotten hv that mighty 
spirit \vh») lives through the falling of empires, 
whose liome has been in manv a ruinoil heart. 

m 

Surclv it was to bring comfort to hearts like thine 
that that mo-t noble n\ all ’.^.eJii.ifioiis was 
ordaified bv the Huddha. “ IJe lef his mind 
pcrv.ide one quarter ot the world vxilli thoughts 
of Love, and so the second, and d ihe I’lird, and 
so the fourth. /Vnd thus the whole wide world, 
abovT, below, anjund, and everywhere does lje 
continue to pervade with heart of Love t-ir- 
rcaching, grown great and beyond measure.** 
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That love, though the very faery breath of life, 
should by itself, and so imparted liavc a sustaining 
power some may question, not those who have 
felt the sunlight fall from disfant friends who 
think of them ; luit, make clearer how it seems 
to me to act, I say that love, I'.ros, is a being. It 
is more than a power of i lie soul, though it that 
also; it has a imiveral life ot its own, and just 
as the dark heavinu waters dtj not know what 
jewel lic'lits tlu*\ retleet with blintliii'i radiance, so 
the snul, ji.iriialb -irliinij and feeling the ray 
of Jui»s within ii, does nut k.M«)w that often a 
part of its r.atiin' nwi^r to tl.e sun ut’Kne shines 
with a brilliant h^iu n# other e\'e^ than its own. 
Many pimple m.)ie un.on''Uoiis of fheir own 
charm, unkriuein.*^ ■■‘I tlie bcaut\ aiul pnwer they 
seem to othei-* Oi impair, b is -K.inie past attain¬ 
ment of the souk a |ewe'. won in .ome old battle 

which it niw ii.'\e foruotten, but none the less 

* 

this gleam- .m its liar.i, and the star-flanie inspires 
others h) hope and viiroiw. 

If It is triK here that m.in\ exeit a sjnritual 
influence they are iiiui'nwioiis of, it is still 
truer nf the spheres within. Oiiiv the muiI ha^ 
attainc%i to anv pos^es^on like love, oi perHsroMt 
will, or faith, or a power of rhoimht, it comes into 
spiritual »<»ntact with others who are striigcling 
for these very powers. The ittainmerit of any 
of these me.ins that the soul is able to absorb and 
radiate ^ome of the diviner elements of being. 
The soul may or may not be aware of the position 
it is placed in or its new duties, but yet that laving 
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Light, having found a way into the being of any^ 
one person, iloc^ not rest there, but sends its rays 
and extends its influence on and on to illumine 
the darkness of .nif)rlier nature. So it comes that 
there are ties uhicii bind us to pc*)plc other than 
those whom we jiieet in our everyday life. 1 think 
they are most real ties, most iiiiportanf to under¬ 
stand, for if we Jet our lamp go oui some far away 
who had reached out in the dark and felt a steady 
will, a persistent hope, -i LonijUssii'iiate Jove, may 
reach out once ag.iin in an hour of need, and 
finding no support may uive wa} itul fokl che 
hands in desiuir. Often we alh)W gloom to over¬ 
come us and so kinder the bright rajs in their 
passage; liut wi-uld we do it so often if we thought 
that perhaps a sadness which besets us, we ilo not 
know why, was caused by some one drawing nigh 
to us for I'onifiu't, whom our lethargy Kiighl make 
feel still more his heli'lessnc'^s, while our courage, 
our faith might cause “ our light to shine in some 
other heart which as >et has no light of its uw'n *' ? 


The night w is wet, and as I was mciving down 
the streets my inind was ab^ juurnejin. on a way 
of iti own, and the things which were bcidily 
present before me were no uss witli n ** in my 
unseen travelling, b'.very now' and rhen a transfer 
would take jiLice, and some of the moving shadow' 
in the street would begin walking about in tnu 
clear intCiior light, 'f lic -liildren of the city. 
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■ crouched in the doorways or racing through the 
hurrying multitude and flashing liglits, began 
their elfin pliy again in my heart; and that was 
because I had heard these tinj outcasts shouting 
with glee. 1 woiuiered it' the glitter and shadow 
of such sordid things were thronged with niagnifi- 
cciicc and mvsteiv fur tho-e who were unaware of 
a greater light ai^l dei-por shade whiili made up 
the romance and fa'^cination of my own life. In 
imagination I narrowed myself to their ignorance, 
littleness, and voiuh, and .seemed for a moment to 
nit amid »rc‘at urui'inprchended beings nnd a 
dim wonderful cit' ['alaces. 

'I'licn Aiiothei* !. nslfr took place, and 1 was 
pondering anew, !•* i face I had seen flickering 
throui'h the warin wet mist haunted me; it 
entered into rhe re'in; <«t i.he interpreter, an 1 I was 
made av^a^••l)^ ihr paU* c M<‘»‘ks and by the close- 
shut lip of jMin, .-nd In "(»me iinvird kn*»wlc\lge, 
that there the I rcr t>f lafe was beginning 10 grow, 
and 1 wondered win it is that it alwajs springs 
up through .1 heart in ashes ; 1 w'ondered also if 
that which springs up, which in it«elf is an 
immortal joy, has knowledge: that its shoots are 
piercing thruuuii siu h anguish ; or, again, if it 
was the piercing of the shoots which caused the 
pain, and if every throb of the beautiful flame 
dartiiu; ujnvard to blossom meant the pensjiing of 
some more earthl) growtl' which had kept jhe 
heart in shadow. 

Seeing, too, how many thoughts spring up 
from such a simple thing, I (]ucstioncd*w'hcthcr 
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that which started tlic impulse had any share in 
the outcome, and if these musings of mine in any 
way .ifFceied their subject, I then began thinking 
about tho'se scirer tics on whiih I h.ive speculated 
before, and in rhe darkness mv lu-ari urew sud- 
denly w.irni and idowinii, for 1 hail cha»iced upon 
one ol these shining iniaginations which are the 
wealth of thoM- who tra\el upon ihe hidden ways. 
In describing that which comes to us all at once, 
there is a dithciilty in choosing bi-rween what is 
first .ind w'hal is last to say ; but, int(T|'reting as 
best I I an, I seemed to bcholtl tht 'ip.ward move¬ 
ment of a la^'jit, one among many lights, all 
living, throbbipL?, Jiow dim with perturbations 
and iiiiW again i.lear, .ind all siibili woven together, 
tnitwardly in some more snatlow) shining, and 
inwardlv in a greater fire, which, though it was 
invisible, I knew (»> be the T-amp the World, 
'I'his idglir whi(.h 1 beheld 1 felt to be a human 
soul, and these perturbations which dininied it 
were its struggles and passionate I'liigings tor 
something, and that was for a more brilliant 
shining ofilie light WMihin iHelf. It was in love 
with its own beauty, eniaplured iiy its own 
lucidity; and I 'w.iw'rliat a- ihesi I'ungs wvre more 
beloved they gicw paler, to: this ligh* Is the light 
which rhe Mighrv Motliei has in H •• heart for 
her children, and she means i hat ii shall g through 
eacji one vnto ail, and whcjcver rcstiains it in 
himself is himself shut out; not that the gr'ai 
heart has ceased in its love tor that soul, but that 
the soul'has shut itself off irom influx, for every 
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^imagination of man U the opening or the closing 

of a door to the divine world ; now' he is bolitar\, 

cut off, mid, seeminglv t(^ himself, on the deseri 

and distant \erue of things ; and then his thought 

throw** open the shut port.ils, he Jiears the Lh.int of 

the seraphs in his he.irr, and he is made luminous 

by the liyhtiiiLi «»f a siuKleti amvole. This si ml 

which I watched seemed to ha\e learned at list 

the secret love ; lor, m the ai''^ui*-h he'j»»fren bv 

its loss, it followed the vU pai tinij nloi*' in peiiirt nee 

to the inmost ‘hrine, wneie i< et.isedi alto' eti 

and 1 h\ ni**e ii see. icJ iitic*l\ loit and h»«iH*less 

of attainluent aiui (apiuioinU denied to the 

seeker, a prof nun.: pit\ .lore in the snul for 

thfisc wln», like it, '^'*11 seckii’i.'. Inn still in hope, 

for the\ had not •’'une to the \ain i lu! of their 

endeavciiirs. I imiierstood rhit •'luh pit\ **. the 

last of the i^iwioii. ess^ini < wI.kIi make up the 

elixir of imniortahi v. and when ii is pnutvJ into 

the cup it i*- read\ fin iliinking. \nd -n il was 

with this‘■ou! wlikh i^rew Imhianf with the passage 

of the eternal li :hf rlirou'^h its new punt\ of self- 

oblivion, ind i'lil'ul in the i.ompieheiisii>n «»f the 

nusten of the set ret h)\'e, whith, though it has 
■ ■ ^ 

been ilei larnl mam times h\ the mvate'-t of 
teachers .miono men, i-. \ci never known truly 
unless the Muihfv .\'l'»thir ha- herself Itivathevl 
it in the heart. 

And now that the soul lad divined ihis sei/er, 
the bhadowv shininn which wa*. woven in h-inds of 
union between it and its fellow lights LO’ew clearer; 
and a multitude of these straiuls were, so it seemed. 
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strengthened and placed in its keeping: along' 
these it was to send the message of the wisdom' 
and the love which were the secret sweetness of its 


own being. 'J'hen a spiritual tr.igcdy began, 
inhnitelv more pathetic than the old desolation, 
because it was brought alnuit bv the \ery nobility 
of the sjnrit. I his send, shedding its love like 
rays i)f glor), seemed itself the centre iif a ring of 
wounding sjKurs : it sent forth love, and the 
arnnv\ resjn)iise eaine liale-i»upelled.; it whisjKTed 
peace, and was answered In the lI.isIi c'f rebellion : 
and to all tius for defence it could, univ l>are more 
openly its heart ’hat a profounder hne fnim the 
Mother Nature might pas>. through upon the 
rest. I knew this was what i teacher, who wrote 


long ago, meant when 
whole armour t»f find,” 


he s.iicl: “ Put on the 
which \ > love and cndiir- 


anee, b»r the rrulv di\iMe children o? 


the Jdame 


arc not anm‘d otlicrwise : and of those pr«)tcsts 
set up in ignorance or rebellion agairisi the 
whisper of tlie wisdom, I saw that some nu'lted 
ill the fierce and tender lieat of the heart, arul there 


came in their stead a golden respon-iC-, which made 
closer the ties, and drew these souls ujnvard to an 
understanding .i.id to share in il-e .oveishadowing 
nature. And tisis is part oi .'he ]'lan * the (ireat 
Alchemist, whertbv the real .ubv oi »i*.. heart is 
transmuted into the tenderej lig'sr of ti e opal; 
for the bc'holding I't love ni.i'le h.iie .uts like the 
flame of tlie furnace : and t!ie diss living passions, 
through an anguish of rcmo.se, the Hghtenings of 
pain, an<f through an adoroig pity arc changed 
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into the image they contemplate, and melt in the 
ecstasy of scIf-firL'eiful love, the spirit which lit 
the thorn-irowned brows w'hith perceive*! only 
in its l.ist ationv the retrlluition due t«» its t(»r- 
mcnt(n-s, and cried out, “ Father, fciri*ive them, 
for they know rmt -what they do.’* 

N(n\, .ilthoii^h the love of the few may alleviate 
the hurt due to the ignorarue of the niaj^s, it is not 
in the power <jf anv one to withstand for ever this 
warfare; for In the pcipetual woi.ndiiii' of the 
inner nature ir is -.n wuiried that the spirit must 
withdraw fnnn a tabern.iele crown ti»o frail t«» suj>- 
pon the iiierea'^e i i li*;]it wiiiiin ami the jarring 
of the denioniae n.^^ure witiu ut ; and at length 
comes the call ^h\ii nuMiis, for a while, release 
•and a licvp ivst in regions heyoiid the juradise 
of les-^er souF. withJrawn into the divine 

darkness, d the .*1 m\ d.re.im. And 

now it seeme-l as if (his wonderful weft of souls 
intertwining is mie heme nuist ci'iiie to naught; 
and all Th«ise wh*' through the <a!oom had nourished 
a longing for (he light would stretch out hands in 
vain for uiiidatui ; hut th.*!. L did not understand 
the l«i\e of the Mother, and I hat, although few, 
there is no oeiacing »)f her hernii brood ; for, 
as the secTof iild (aught at the mantle of him who 
went up ill the fiery ehari'it, so another took up 
the burden .iiul gathereu the shining sti i ids 
together: and of this s^qu iilo of spiritual guides 
there is no ending. 

Here I ma) say that the love of the iVl other, 
which, acting through the burnished will of the 
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hero, is wrouirhr to its hit^hcst uses, is in reality 

everywhere, ukI [H•r^.Kies with protbundest ten- 

dcriifs‘- rJit tirtinn^l.ince of ilaily life; 

.uul I here in r kiPL’, e\eii ainonj* the hiiniblesr, 

an uiui'Tsr.i"i!ihi <>t die '.piriiual tniticde which 

ti'llnws iipoii I' ery effori of the diviin. nature, 

lHA\iri*a iimIi di#\Mi in piiv fo our ^hadnwv sphere, 

an iinder.taiuii/iu \^iuie the natiiie of i!ie love is 

j^MUized throULih th<‘ extent <if the ^'eritiee and the 

pain which is ‘nernipu*. I ntal: *he in'«rai*ee of 

an old IriNh peasani. who. a*- he l.i\ in hospital 

wakeful t.mii i ijrindinn piin in ii » I'T, f'lLlot 

himself in makin.. ilrawimis, rude, ut riMTcntly 

ilnne, of inv.i.l;"i s in rlie life <•!' the (lalilean 

'leather. One of tht^e w'hi(.h he -howeJ me was 

.1 trucitiMon, when, atniiist miKii Lin»tes(|ue 

syniholisin, weie snn»e rratinos which in,*ii ited 

a |nircl\ heauritul iniiiirini^ ; the keart »»* ihi 

criKified hLiurc, iii les^ tlian the hn.’., >.i's 

wreathed ahout viii*. thorn^ and ladianr wi. i 

liijhl: “ I'or tli.it,*’ s.n I he, “ was wnere he re.iiiy 

sulferid.” When I think of thi*. oM man, 

hriuLiiiu* foi-jctJulness ot his <i\vn hodiU nain 
* ■ 

throutih i.i.ntemplarioii ot the spiritu.d siiflbrin/^ 
of his Master, ’u\ memo"\ "f t^rn -hin." wirn 
^o^u•^hin'^ of l! i trarisceii.''nl liL'ht le hmr.eu' 
percLived, t ir I ;\il th.it me suffe'uvj of his 
own, nc)l>I\ nnCierjone, h.i.* ni 't n hm undcr- 
htandim.', iind he * !.l laid his heart 'n Iuve ai;.iiip 
the Hc.irt of Man\ Simhjws, ^eeir*. it wounded '■ 
unnumbered speais, \et borninn with undjo 
lo\ c. 
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Though niiKh ni.iv he* Iirarncil b\ observance* 

f ■ 

ot the •^iiperfki.il I'tt.* lUil a. rions r>t a spirinial 

tCiU'lkr, ir nii!\ i i!u ('ivpi*i hre •»! nk\liuUinii 

a/ul inKitiiinrwj?, tii ii it iii be isiiix i''.ili/(*\.l, inr 

du* I' .1 bl'issi.n- wlinh opens it'- 

Jc.iM's 111 uiv.n*', .' 1 ^ \ ii- peifiLt liliiin'i i- iiiil'oLleil 

p* I'p'rlui hi .pen, 

'e'l eiii'i on it aiiil 

‘ ilivine .iri nci\pc : 

.. • I inti ri oiU \\ith 

‘ ' I flu* blossom are 

li v'- ! !• uhii rhe\ reallv 

• ¥ 

ah ■•l•n:l"l- . I'lnii .uni'‘Oinetime'with 

' •* r'n w. . .-f ;.* i/e take upon them 

."i ; 1 • 1 *1 1. ! ■ , P' p.'i 'i.”.il'le .iwe woulil 

P'\*'.'-l iiii iii'ik ri I* i>I bn'«i\ p'l'seiuv* iiol in 

.pp sr *, I heiijOiiP n'’\ i'lM'i rl’i »_hir*. ol ,<iine 

■ 

.I!M I, !!! .'!\'.Ml' , ■ M. 1,1'. • • 'M 1 lul .Isl^lf his 

-lep'ii oi 'll .nin.'iirei' 1 onl, n- ri*‘-i.lie I'lil-time 
uiiM'.I. f’.i I. M 'iI'Ip!.>:■ , -'I- LMiii, it' we 
h.u! the I'l'-i; 'M .sJ" f ’l '.p’lple '.M ivi^pii inti* the 
iKi'iiieoj T)^l en.'.Illini' 'jI tin. e'ljUi'ite 

an-'i pi'iiiii.'iir eti'‘ii*ir krn.li-J woiiK! .iii«»e the 

■ 

fi-iiK o* ' pastil•'i.ife h)\e, wliun wopltl eiuliiie 
a o'l^ iif' ir.i-iii*.'. fhar it iieL.hl shuli!, thi»iii^h 
.1 tor I liitli, the Ij'-'jK luiif-' who m p iii.i 
shn 1.1 i.ieiV'e!\es 

I 111 I I. tiM\ will, wri'i h.i\e hiiUKiiea ^he 

•ellnup -i.ear, m lefh.n ,y l..i”e •.rf:i.»!e' •_:one 
•..-I I he iiie.it Jnll iiiin.:u*riMe up sell' Piiono 
lo who, not beifiL; with must neeiK be .iLMiiist. 

J •'.! reiore I make no appeal, thev onl\ may call 



i 6 o IMAGINATIONS AND’REVERIES< 

who stand upon the lofty mountains; but I 
reveal the thought which arose like a star in my 
soul with such bright and pathetic meaning, 
leaving it to you who read to approve and 
apply it. 



TICK MJ'.DITATK^N OF ANANDA 

Anamja rose from hi-^ MMt uiuUt the b.in)an tree. 
Ho p.i;.*4c\l hi** h.in.l iinstouiily over his hrow. 
Throughout the il.o the mumi^ .istotit h.iJ boon 
plungc'J in profoLP'J iiU'Jir.ition ; aiul now, rc-- 
tiiminu fp-ni luM\on io carrh, he w.is bewiUlerctl 
like one who .iw.A.mp i'l ilarkness .iml knenv'-* imt 
where he N. Al! il.iv lonu hefoie Jiis inner eve 
burned the H.i^ht oi rhe Lokas, until lie was 
wearied .ind exhausted with theii ‘■'pleiul-iurs; 
space ^Knvcfl like .i lii uiioiul with intolerable 
lustre, and there ivas no end. to the dazzlincf 
procession of fi-jures, lie had seen rhe fiery 
dreams ot the di ad. in lie.iven. lie fiad been 
tormented iw the musii of celestial sin-'ers, whose 
choral sonu rctlected in itj> ripples the rh'thmie 
pulse of beino. I le saw In-w these orbs were heKl 
within luniinoiis orbs ol wider eiivuii ; and vaster 
and vaster j^rew the vistas, until at last, a mere 
speck of life, he b<»re the hiuxien of innumerable 
worlds. SeckiiiL' for Brahma, he found iinlv the 
great illusion as infinite 's Brahma’s being. • 

If these things were ^h.ldows, tlie earth and the 
forests he returned to, viewed at evening^ seemed 
still more unreal, the mere dusky flutter ot a moth’s 

i6i iM 
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wings in space, so filmy and evanescent that if h^' 
had sunk as thiou'^h transparent jether into the 
void, it would not have heeii \\f)»iderfiil. 

Anaiula, still h.ili entrained, tiirncil lunmwarJ. 

he treaded t!ie dim alle\s he notiicil iK't the 
flainini* eyo-N vhiJi re:::irded him tVom the gloom ; 
tin. "eriients ni-triny .nnul the iiiideriirmvth ; the 
li/irils, fireflies inserts, and the innumer.iMe lives 

<'t' whuh the Indian forest was jumonnis; thev 

' ■ 

alM> were Init •'hadoW'^. lie p.iM.ed near the 
\i|lai>e, hearing the '•«)und t'*' h-ii'i-.M \iiiees, of 
cliiiiiren ar pl.i;.. He telt a |'‘'t\ . these tiny 

hviii'is, who ‘rr."'Lded an 1 shoiiti-i, nilliii-*, over 

eavh *aher in ei ..asifs of |t)\. 'I he l''i .it illusion 

■ 

IkkI iiKleed lievi'iireJi them, before wIiom* >piiit'* 
the Dexa-' themselves oik wcie xxorshypers. 

'Then, clo'.e besule him, he heard a xoiee, whose 
loxv tone of'rex erer.I e sriothtd him ; It v'/.-.s ji-ln to 
his oxx’ii n.iture, .ind it .ixvaktned him ♦'u!l\. A 
little iiowd of fixe ■»]- si\ peop!'. were iisrening 
silently to an ol^t ni.in xxhij rea*i I'n ri .i palm-leaf 
minuseiipr. Aiimdi knexx Iiy the ‘ir.iiige- 

e<douied ii'Iks of rlie •ild m.in fli.ir h( **e was a 
brother of the nexx fnrh, and he puiwd x\iih the 
others. W li.ii xw'- his ''llodun ' '1 he -Id man 

lifted his head tor a mou uit as the 'siefu c.inic 
closer, aiuf th'’.i eontinu*^ as l'eto*e. ] le was 
reading “'I'lu: (.e'.'cnd o*' th' tin.i' King nr 
(ilory,” and An lula h'.teiKd win e the storj w.iS 
fold of the Woiuieiful Wluel, the Klephant^; 
Treasure, the Lake and ILiaee of Righteoiisnc jS, 
and of rhe meditation, ho\ //»c' G;’«w/ AV//;*' of i'hry 
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entered the golden chamber^ nnd set himself tLn'n on 
the silver conchy tend he let his mind pn'Vtide 07 ie 
quarter of the ^.•:otld xiith thoughts of free , and 
the second quarter^ and so the thirds and sn the Juurth, 
And thus the zAiole i^.ide i^orldy tihove^ he!o~,y 
aroundy and ••vcry:ihirt\ did ht lontinut to pervade 
•tvith heart of Jjr.w /ar rciichin^y j^roi^n great, and 
beyond measure. 

When the olvl man h.ul eiuleii Ananwl.i went 
back into ^■lie forest I le li.i l fo’inil the secret of 
the true, hi'W the V " i in enuiJ be h’lT behinil .uni 
the Keinii eiitereiLl Vnotaer leueinl ruse in his 
muKl, .1 l.u-ry of ru;lueiMi^riess evjuiulin'' 

.uni fillini: the iin’\cT-e, .i v’is'i>n be.uitil'ul .uul full 
ofi'ld eiKhantme'i}. .ind hi^ bean s.inii within him. 
He seated hiinsib .'a-iiM uiu'er I lie li.i.'oan tree. 
He nise U|' in He s.iw' befure him iniaties 

ion^ hiriioi!e>r -se w h*i sufb’r ui t le '■urn w'iul 

earth. He s.iw the 'ie-''M.iUon .uul lunelifH'sr; of 
old ave, t'se instil.^ of’the i.tprice, the niiser\ of 
the leper aiul outi. isl, the eiilll horun- and darknes>s 
ol life in a cbinueon. lie drank in all their 
sorrow. heart he wvnt *uii to them. 

Love, .1 rierte and tender Hame, .iro^e ; pit}, a 
breath fjoni the \ast; sympathy, born of uniiv. 
This triple hie ‘ent foith its ra)s; they sun-muided 
those dark souls; they perv.uled them; the} 
beat down oppre:»:iion. 

• • • • • 

While Ananda, with spiritual mac;ie, -ent fiirth 
the healing pow'crs throuj^h the four quaiters of 
the world, far away at that moment .i*knii; :,it. 
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enthroned in his hall. A captive was bound 
before him—bound, but proud, defiant, uncon¬ 
querable of soul. There was silence in the hall 
until the kinj' spake the doom and torture for this 
ancient eneniy. 

'f'he kin» spake : “ I hail thought to do some 
fierce thiiia to thee aiul so end rhy da\s, my 
enenn. Jlut 1 reniciubcr now, with sorrow, the 
great wnmgs we have done to e-ich other, and the 
hearts made sore by our hatred. 1 shall do no 
more wrong to thee; thou art I'lee to depart. 
Do whur thoii wilt, I will make ie«titiitii n to 
thee as far as m iv be for thy riiinc\i state.’* 

Then the soul which no might couUi conquer 
was conquereit utterly—the knees of the captive 
were bowed and his pride was overcome. “ My 
brother,** he said, and could sav no more. 

* 9 


' 1*0 watch for \cars a little niirn^w slit hi-^n up 
in a dark cell, <o high that he could not reach up 
and look out, and there ii/ sc*e d.iily the change 
from blue to dark in the sky, h.id withered a 
prisoner's soul. I'he bitter tears c une no more, 
hardly ecen sorrow, only a dull, dead feeling. 
But that day .i great gro.in burst from him. lie 


hcanl oiitsKic the laugh of i child wh<- was playing 
and gathering fiowers undf the IngSi, grey walls, 
'I'hen it all came over him—the iloine things 
mi.-sed, the ligir, the gIor\, and the beauty that, 
the earth puts forth for her children. Thc-^ 
narrow slit was d.'irkencil, and half of a little'' 
bronze face appeared. 
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** Who are you down there in the darkness who 

sigh so ? Are you all alone there ? For so many 

years ! Ah, poor man ! I would Lome 

to you if i could, hiii 1 will sit Jiere and t.ilk to you 

for a while. Here aie fli»\vers for and a 

little arm slunvered them in hv handfuls until the 

room was full of Mu* iiii<i\icatiM(> fr.ii^ranto of 

summer. D.iv after di\ the child came, and the 
■ 0 

dull heart entered once nmre info the great human 
love. 

A fl ■ ■ ■ 

At twilight. 1'^ .1 deep and wiile riAer, an ohl 

W'omai! s.it aloii', Jreainv aiul full ot meniiTies. 

* 

The lights ot the -'cifi pa-'siiu; hoars .nui the liL'lit 
of the stars wtre [cet as in ihildhood and the old 
love-time. Old, i^elde, it was rime for her to 
hurry away fnnu the place wjiiih ch.inged not 
with her soA(-\v 

“ Dll \»*ii SC' iiur old. neiuhlKuir I here ? ” ^aul 

Avesha tn her i-'ver. “ ’I hev ^a\ she was oiilc 
¥ 

as beaulitul as yai wmiid make me think I noAV 
am. I low It nclv sju* nui-'t he ' Let us tome 
near anil speak to her,” and the Inver went ijl.idlv. 
Though they -.poke to each tither rather than to 
her, \et si'iiiethint: of the past, w'hich iiecer dies 
when io\e, the immortal, h.is pervaded it, rf-e up 
again as she heard their voices. t?hc- smiled, 
thinking of years ol Inirntig beauty. 

■ ■ ■ • • 

A teaehc'r, accompanied h_\ his disiijiles, was 
passing by the wa)i»idc Avlierc a leper s.it. 

The teacher said : “ Here is our hrothtr, whom 



i66 IMAGINATIONS AND REVERIEV*^ . 

wc may not touch, but he need not be shut out 
from rriith. We may sit down where he can 
Hslon.” 

I If s.it on the wayside near the leper, and his 
disciples stood around him. i fc spoke words 
full <»f love, kindliness, und pity—ihe eternal 
truths vhii.h make the sniil Ljrow full of sweetness 
.ind \outh. A ■^m.ill, old spot bejuan to ^low in 
the I'le.irt of the leper, and the tear') ran down his 
hlitrhled f.iee. 

• V • • • 

All rke^e nrre the deeds i,f Xnanda the 
.!steti,. and tile '\.u<.her who wis o\er him from 
all ekrnin rnidL a uri .U snide towards that soul. 
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\Vf h (ij ,1! the lii'ur Ilf luir hiir. We 

rhiiiii'.i’'' r!'.‘ :>.Jthenn^ where mir 

■'lu'e|- ii'il '"Mt- •»?•( Lriijiiiiiij the ‘s\^ei.t ‘Ta-s 

un 'h; 111.' ■ i f Iiill. \\\‘ Mere lull ot* ilrowsy 

eniitLiu ,1. t u*\ We hi.{ naii'^hl in mar 

flip' i.e ther memurv ikii* iiiire*sl lor 

the hitui'', ''1- ■•IJ while ihe '\ist 

t\v'H..'htiri 1 Us; v,. \.e'.i'«‘iu witli iti ilewy' 
hfillneis. i ].e !■; rr.'i'l'ihi ‘I n ' rirst hriike 
ill upon iiir i'r.'.''in'i': : \\i I'li'kiil iii) aiul around. 
The lel'lU e,ii:Mi.ll.itiMii. Iu-imh t*' '■inti thiMr 
(lior.il h\iiir. to..er!''.:. .\' tiie ni:',ht lieepened 

fhe\ tiiusi. oLii s\\irtl\ li.'. 1 ilu'ii hi'hiip-nl.ues in 

m • I 

depths I'f' ii!l .111 i liiil'irh' Mi'e—ihev hnni; 

ill lui’iiiiiLd liusies', thix advaiuTd in muli«riides 
tli.ir d.!//l» d. I I'e ‘di iii'A. \ shin’nii.' .irm 'hi w.i-^ 
stnwn .lil oMi* with ne’-idou*'* tlu't ol sil\er, with 
lonj* mist*' of’:;oid, \\iiii lewel' ol'L'liii'.Tii.^ ;'rieii. 
We j’elr liow fit .1 plait rut.- eirth v.i'* lo l!\i' on, 
with the***.' ni:>hil\ liloiics ii\er ii-s, \.icli -ileiKe 
and Loolness upon our lawip' and like# .ittL'" the 
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consuming day. Valmika, Kedar, Ananda, and 1' 
watched together. Through the rich gloom we 
could see tar distant forests and lights, the 
lights of village and city in King Suddhodana’s 
realm. 


“ i^rothevs,” said \'jilmika, “ how good it is 


to he here and not yonder in the city, where they 
know not pe#u(\ e\en in sleep.*’ 


“ Yonder and yonder,** said Kedar, “ I saw the 
iiincr air full of a red glow where they were busy 
in toiling and strife. It seemed ro re.iLh up to 


me. I tojld not breathe. 1 clinihed the hMl at 


dawn to laugh where the snows were, .ind the sun 
is as white as (li'\ an white.*' 

“ Hut, brothers, if we went dtAvii among them 
and told them Innv happ\ we w’ere, and how the 
flowers grow' on the hillside, they w'Oiild surely 
come up and le:i\e all sorrow. l'he\ l. in not 
know or they would come.** Ananda was .t mere 
thild, though so tall for his years. 

Thev would nor tome,** said Kedar; “all 
their jtiv is to haggle and hoard. When Siva 
blow's upon them with angry breath they will 
lament, ar when the demons in tierce hunger 
devour them." 


“It is good to be h-re," repeated Wilmiki, 
drowsily, ** to mind the flot!:s and lit at rest, and 
to hear the wise \'arunna speak when he conics 


among us.** 

r was silent. I knew hotter than they tha* 
busy city whicli glowed bexond the dark forests. 
I had livod there until, grvwii sick and weary, 1 
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1^. had gone back to my brothers on the hillside. I 

J. wondered, would life, indeed, go on ceaselessly 

until it ended in the pain of the world. 1 said 

within nnsi'lf: “ () ini^htx brahma, on the 

outermost \er'jc^ of thy liream are our li\es. 

Thou old in\i''ib!e, how faintb thn»ui«h (Hir 

■ * 

hearts eome'' the scnnul of th\ ^on^, the light of 

thy glor\ ! l''ull iii'\e.iniin i to ri‘'e and return, 

1 strove to hear in ni} heart the nui'^ie Anahaia, 

spoken of in fuir ‘..urcvl .•‘CnilN. Tiiere was 

silence, and then I tl'«)iighr I heard sounds, not 

glad, a mxriai’ n.urmur. A-^ I listened the\ 

deepened ; tliev '.rew into passiiin.ile praj.er and 

■aj'ipeal aiul te.irs, ; J the lvv c^f the Iniig-foigorten 

soul> of men wei-t vclu'irg through empty 

chambers. M\ tilki! with ttar-, for it 

seemed wt>rld.-wi'ii ain! lo si^n from our many 

ages, lung a'.ii)iu\ to be a ! \ef to be. 

“Anaiid.i! Ar.-anda I Where is ihe bov 

running to'” ■ lievi Vahnika. Ananda had 

vanished im the gloom We heard his glad laugh 

below, and then another voice ^peJking. 'I'he 

tall figure ol Wirunna lotnned up presentl). 

Ananda held his hand, and daneed besio.e him. 

We knew the ^ogi, .md I'owed re\erentlv before 

■ 

him. We lould sie by the st.iriiijlu hi-! sinplc 
robe t>f white. 1 louKI trace ».learlv even fearure 
of the grave and beautili'I face and radi iiM e\es. 

I saw not In the starlight but b\ a sib. crv r.uliaiKe 

which rayed a little way info the blackius: around 

■ ■ 

the dark hair and face. X'almika, as eUler, lirsc 
spoke: • 
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“ TToly sir, be welcome. Will you come in/ 
and rcbt ? ** 

“ I c:ninul stiy now. I must pass over the 
mou.Mt.ilns ort ilawn ; but you may come a little 
wiiv with me—suth of \ou .n will.” 

a-sciitc\l .'^l.uiK, Kciliir aiul I. V.ilmika 

p 

rem litu'il. Ihen Arumii jiiMVcd t(' Cio. AVc 

b.ule hi»n '.tay, fearin;; for him the labour ot\ limb- 

in*; and the ihill of the siio-w^. ibit V'.irunmi 

said: “ I.et I'lie c ^uKl onne. lb- in hard\, and 

will nor h’re if he htdds nii haJiJ.’’ 

• 

S) we ‘ct 'ust roiiether, aiul fat d :!ie highlands 
thal rose anvl n -e iliote us. \\'e knew the way 
well, evtn at o.^Iit. A\e waited in ‘dienee for 
Variinna to Npi*ik ; but for nir’h an hou*" wc 
mounted without words, sate for \ii.ii]v!a*s sluHits 
ofiieliLdit and womler at flu hea\i n*- spread above 
and the vallL^- inir l.i^ behinil us. •! l-tn I i.*rew 
liuiiur) foi an answtr to m. thi.uulu-, .iiid I 
spaki ; 

“ Master, V’ilmi''a was sa)'ii'-, t*-e mmi tame, 
how ‘JoikI It was ro hi- htri* rather th..ii in the titv, 
W'lure ihtv aie lull ol strife. And Uid.M- ihuuoht 
their ibe • would flow on into fu-; i jmiii. ,.nd no 
speech woul ' avail. ifiTid... s|n..ii * i*.; ,is i 
child, indeed, iiidifonv .'/nr liii/in :morio dicm 
the\ Would li^::n to liis jr\ ol rhe !ii>pp) lift, 
iiiit, .M.ister, do not m.iM\ sica’ an • nurjTet the 
sacrcdi wnti'iL'', oul how lew a., tlu wlu' l.iy u) 
heart the word ol the uodi» ! d iu v ■*ecm, indw* t, 
to ^o on thnnii*h iesirc i itc) jvan, and even iicrc 
upon iht' hil’s we arc iioi rice, for Kedar fell the 
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'hot glow of tlicir and I heard in my heart 

■'-their sobs of despair. Master, it was terrible, for 
they seemed to come from the wide ear th over, and 
out of a£»c*i far awav.” 

“ In the (liildN \\«rrds is the truth,” said 
Variinna, “ tor it is better to aid even in snnow 
than to U'ithih-.iw iVnm p.iiii a haj^p\ solitude. 
Yet only the knowers <it Br.ihma can interpret the 
sacred wntinii ' 11 uU, and it is well to be fue ere 
we speak <‘f fivedum. 'riieii we havt power and 
rnanv hear ken.” 

“ But whf> woeiJ leave im for sorrow ? And 
who, beiiiL' one wirli l'ir,ilij:>a, would reiiirii to 
gi\e touii -el ' ” 

“ Ifrother,” ^ nJ \’.irunni, “ Here is the hope 
of the Wfjriil. I .luULili ni.in\ ■'Ctk *inl' for the 
eternal io\, \et t»«e cr\ 'i.ui he.ird has been heard 
by fiivat oiiv • wf*' na‘.e t'l.ned baLkwa'\is, tailed 
by tJjc'•e I'j -teil.i.'iL' I he .m.ill c#kl path 

strelLhini: far av.'v kails throiu h many wonderful 
bein*:s to :’ie pl.ite ot liiahma. 'J here i-» the fir-'.i 
foiint.iin, !!ie w«M-ki of bt lUtifi'l silence, fhe liLiht 
whith h.is beer sijue tin- bet.ipnin'j 

I 

of time. But tuiniii.^ b.n' wards fnmi the i^ate 
the sm.ili ol^.! p.iil'i winds inti I ilu W(*rld of 

men, .ind it enters i\i.r\ M»nowfiiI i»eaiL. 'I liis is 
the wa\ tht ^reai one*' I lie} turn wiih the 

path from the iloor of Br ■'»ma. 'I'he» nio\e alony 
its invrlad wa\s, and o.eiLoine p.nn with tym- 
passioii. .Vfter man\ viini|Uered worlds, after 
many races < f jniritied and iiplifteil men, thi \ yo 
to a greater than Brahma. In tliese, iho'iigh I'ew', 
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is the hope of the world. These arc the heroes 
for whose returning; the earth puts forth her signal 
firc'i, ami the- Devas sin tJ tJieir hymns of welcome.” 

W’e ]nui^eil where the pl.ite.iu wiiieiied out. 
There w.is scarce a rij)ple in the chill .lir. In 
c|iiietnes> the snowh ylistened, a Iij»ht reflected 
from the crores of star^ th.it swung with glittering 
motion .il)(>\'e us. W'e could hear the immense 
heart-heat of the world in the stillness. ^Vc had 
thoughts that w'ent ranging through the heavens, 
not s.u hut full of N(»lemn hope. 

“ lirotheiN ! Master ! h^ok ! 'I'he wom'.crful 
thim ! And .mother, and \et another ! ” wc 
hear .‘Viiand.i tiling. We looked and s.iw the 
hol\ '»lr»sM'm, the midnight flower. Oh, may the 
earth again put hirth sikIi heauty. It grew up 
fn»m the sn*)vvs with le.ives of delicate cryst.il. A 
ninihiis encircled e.u h ruli.int hloonf, .1 halo pale 
jet lustrous. 1 ln>weil over it in awe; and J 
heard \'ariinna mv, “ I'he earth inclcvd puts forth 
her sigii.il fires, am! the Devas sing their hymn, 
lasten ! *' We heaid .1 music as of hcMutifuI 
ihouglu*' moving along the high places of the earth, 
full of infinite love and hope and jearning. 

“ lie gl.id .’■ow, for one i'-' born who has chosen 
the greater \v..\. Kedai, Narav.m. Anancla, fare¬ 
well ! Nay, no lariher. It ss a long wav to return, 
and the child will tire." 

Jle went on .iml passed from our sight. But 
we did not return. We remained long, long in 
silence, looking at the sai red flower. 
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Vow, taken long ago, be strong in our hearts 
to-day. Here, where the pain is licrecr, to rest 
is more sweet. Here, where beauty dies away, 
it is more joy to be lulled in dream. 1 fere, the 
good, the true, our hope seem but a ni.idiiess born 
of .ineient pain. Out of rest, dream, or despair 
may wc arUe, and go the way tht great ones g(». 
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Jr was liniij ayd, su luni: tli-it d:ily the spirit 
of carrli •enunihcrs tiiily. 'I'lu «'M sliej herd 
Adnii'tus s.ii IkIoiv the iloor of Jiis juit waifiiif^ 
lor his yraiijs* . D' rctiMTi. lie w.ilchcil with 
drowsy eu's ihe eve leather, aiul the wixvis and 
nloullt;^n^ jjrow ilark ovir the is*les—the isles of 
ancient (I'reete. It was (I recce heforc its ilay of 
hcaiitv, anil da\ \\as lu'vr lovelier. , 'I'hc «hnidy 
lih'ssoms of smoke, tiirliii • upward frii» the 
valley, sparkled a while hiiiJi up in the sunlit air, 
a va.'jue nufiiorial I't' the world of men lielow. 
Kroni (hat, too, the eol.uir va»iish<*d, and those 
cjther li'^hi.s heyan to shine whiih to 'orm. are the 
onl\ lights of d n. 'I'he skies drooped close upon 
the inuiintiin'. ami the silver s(ms lik^ .i face 


broi/dintj with intentiiei‘. 'I'h'oe is enchant¬ 
ment, nsvster}, ind a livinc motion i.. its liejiths, 
the preseme of a!l-pervadi«’.j ZelI^ eofi«ldiniT his 
starry ehildren with the ilark ra iam e of-rther. 

^ All ! * murmured tin; old man, lookim* 
upwMrd, “ onec it was ; once it spoke to 

me. It speaks nut now ; i)Ut it speaks to others 
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know—to the child wlio looks and lonco and 
'trembles in the ilewy ni^ht. \\ hv does he 
linger now ? I li* is Ivio.iJ. his hour. Ah, there 
now are hi*, tiwif^tcps ! ” 

Ivp. ■.line up the \.»l!e\ Jinvin;: the ^rey 
riocks which ni!'i!'h\ lvt'o’'c* Iu.m iti ilu d.irl*lien's. 
He lifted hi‘ ynn'-; !'.».e r'nr five shepherd lo ki^s. 
It W.I.S .iiiL’li* will’. e'st.‘\. Aviirtiii' h»oked .it 
him wiih uoiuli-r. V .i?ul sihciw li'jhi 

r.ived all iIi'hii tii* 'mu:, .o ihif hi* JfTu.ue 
et'wre.il lieiiii* ‘ei’ • e-* •••r in a 'i.i* \mih.!i Inliuwed 

his ih.iKir’V li i>isi^ ■» , 

“ ll.)\v '■ri.'iii * ■ e\is ! '* ihe i Id i.i'm s.iid, 
fahcrii.i* viith ''■■n .le.-.. “ *N In uo \«)iir 
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'fhe wind w'.r.h -I-Inwn in (ni'-ur, iiucnse, 
and scorer t’.illinj de\., >s*.iir^!'.i in i-u‘ w.irin 
brc.itli. i lu‘\ V,ills,•(i<.,{ In nie .1:1 .1 me 

‘ ChilJ ol'ihc -•'i.!:'./ ‘ !)t\. llc.irt,' it'ii ‘’smil ut 
lai^hi.* t M. I'l'hii-, .1 I iij* ihe \.dley ‘.he 

voice- lollov'ed me with -'-.m::. J \(.i\rin'n:i : nir- 
nuircil line. l'\en rhe d.ilhidiis, n«Hl.lii'.i in the 
oli\e ulooi'i, L;re\\ L'»ldei .it nn kci, Jin' .1 f'lwer 

« m 

witiiiii my lu.iit knew •■! iht shll svi.cf scc-et i-l 
the Howers. I .isten, lisii i. ! ” 

There we-e vnui - in the nisihr, voices as 01' 
star-r.iV'i descenJinu. 
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Now (lit root-tree ol the midnight spreading 
Biids 111 (.itriiTi, green, and blue : 

I'miii .i(.ir i[ iiutiic •idoiirs Nheililing, 

LhiM, on ; nil. 

I’luMi fithor sweet sjUMkers from beneath the 
catih, .iiui from the liisUiit watei^ aiul air, followed 
in beiieJiciion, and a last voice like a murmur 
from iinivcT'^al iiaUiie: 

\iM\ tii.‘biiriL.I '>(.11 Knc.iili ih iii'iiiutaiii' 

And the v.il" th'ir Inc niuv, 

leltiiig rainl'iiw I^!l•l■n 1 s tnun i|i|> -i .mt.iii; 

V-'hilii, viiii 

iMtii" niir III I \\ iteri {•.!• iM ' 

Sun • H'i'ii I'll] s(.i! •.( ^ 

Sii ill' lii\f ' (it lit'. I i'!.i ''III', 

V.ii:li!, '.'1 iii'i. 

In (he J;.iin'iiiil .i r (iie >iiM-iLar id-'i'.ing 
I'p "i tL.ilIni J ri I'ain..* threw , 

■\:1 till 1 '.All gli'ii lliert \\.i< ilni'i'ig. 

C’liiM, I Hill. < 

\'iil ih' till. -Ill 11 . Ml all lhl: 1 ,'^ biiiniiig 
Vf.iin-. |i I ti '■ .rid rt t .run, 

I'i Hill II \\.iiiil(ii f.ir apa-ii rti iii'Miii, 

C Ji'iJ. 1 1 III 

“ Oh, ''oiecs, voices,*' cried the child, “ what 
you vay I know nor, but I i>ive luck hjve tor love. 
Karher, what is it thev tell me ? I hev etnlmsoin 
me in liuht, at.d 1 am far away even ihoii^h I hold 
your hand.** 

“ I he are about ns. Ilca.Mn mingles 

with the e.tith,” i.iid Admetii>, rremldiuii. “ I.ot 
us go to Diotima. ^he ha^ grown wise broodiiig^"^ 
for many a year where the great caves lead to the** 
undeiwdrld. She secs the bright ones as they 
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^pass by, though she sits with shut eyes, her 
frowsy lips murmuring as nature's self.” 

That night the island *»ecmed no more e.iith 
set in sea, hut a jiiu‘?ic entirded by the siIlhcc. 
The trees, luiii; ro*iretl in antique slumber, were 
throbbing with rich life; through glimmering 
bark .ind drooping leaf a light fell on the oK! man 
and boy as the) pasieJ, and vague tigurca nodded 
at them. *lhe‘.c were the ham.idrvad souls of 
the wood.. I'he\ were bnilied ui tender eolours 
and shimmering Jr.ipmc: them from root 

to leaf. A mill mi.r eanu from the hear*’ of 
every one, a low etiLhantmen* biv.uhirin jov and 
peace. It '.»riw !''■.! -\vdk\i until .it last il '-eemed 
as if throuidi niyrnJ pipe*, th.it P.ni the earth 
spirit w:l^ flulO', i.is m.imtal ire.ui\e .ong. 

'('hev founJ t!.v x e of I hotmi.i i.o\eri d bv vines 
and taiiLrie-l tjplei . .ir l!.( eiul ot ihe i‘.l.!nii where 
the d.irk-Lrei*n M'uodlar.d itj-ii up from ihe w.iftrs. 
Admetiis piss.. , lor he Jivadvd (his jn\stK pro¬ 
phetess ; hut a voue from within calk.I them : 

“ Come, ehikl of light; come in, old shephenl, 

[ know wli\ voii seek me ’ ” 

m § 

']’he\ entered, Vdmeiii' trcinblim; with more 
fear than before, A fire wa- bla/in-j in a recess of 
the eav jrn, .md l»v it sat a m liesric fiL'Uie rubtd in 
purple, ^he w.is heni lorw.ird, her hanJ siip- 
porring her face, her bu'- >ing e\es tinned on the 
intruders. 

” Come hither, child,” she. suiii, lakmg fhc 
boy by the hands and gazing into his face. “ bo 
this pale form is to be the home of tiie god, J'hc 
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gods choose wisely. They take no wild warrior,', 
no mighty hero to he their messenger, hut crown ■ 
thi^ gentle head. Tell me, have >ou ever seen a 
lijiht from rlie sun fallinu on you in \our clumber ? 
No, hut look now. Look ujiward.*’ 

A.-« ''he •'ptjke she waved her hands over him, and 
the cavern with it-» dusky roof seemed to melt away, 
aiiii he\ond the heavens the heaven of heawjis lav 
d.irk in pure tranijulllity, in a (juiet whieh was 
the \er\ hush of heini>. In an iivt.uit it vani^hcd, 
and over the zenith broke a wondi*‘fiil lijiht. 

“ See now,'* eried Diotima, ‘ the Ancient 
beauty ! Lonk how it- jvlal.-. opui-.L and what 
eonu‘*i iorth fn.u. its he.irt ! ** A vast and flow¬ 
ing hseath, tniit.i .le an.l ^palesient, spread itself 
between Ju'aven and cu'th, .md out of it slowdy 
desi ended a ladiant fn-m lil.e a uod's. It drew 
ni'ih, radiating li:>hi', p.ure, beanhiul, aiui star- 
like. Il ■.lo(.d for a mi.menl bv the thiM and 


plated it' ha-ul on Ins head., and. then it wa^ gone. 
'I'he old shephe’-d fc'l upon hi-, fue in awe, while 
the b(W stf f li bieilhi -s and j'ntr.iried. 


“ (I’o n.'w/* said the Abvl. ‘‘ I laii teaih thee 

naught. Nature !i(r'.eit will adon ;oii, aiul dug 

through viiii her hnelie-l "cwil. but, ah, the 

light }oii hail iti joy \ou --.h iH imntrt w' tears. So 

from a^'C to ai*. tin* etei..l be.iutv .'ows itself 

■ « 

down amid -oriiiW'^, that i-e ih’ldj.. ;• of men 


ma) not forgc.1 il, that tht-” may be 

li.:n‘'fiirmc\h smit'm through b) i< - 




IHK MASK Ol* AroiJX) 

A TRADITION rises withii'i mt* of tjiiicf, uiirmimuroJ 
years, :ijiL*s before the lieiTiiiiOiis .iiwl hens . (oileii 
at the iD.ikinL; of (jr:Vi'\ hjiiiz Aisc-^ luTore the 
biuldine, of the tempos ind •'parkliti'^ p.il.uv: of 
her il.i\ <'f ^lorv 'I l,e 1 dkI w.is .ind ovei 

aJl thi UTMiJs huny 'tillne^s .i- of il.uvii .iiid of 
unnv^.ikened beaiin v'.i** j'l bre.ithniL: in re'^t. } lere 
and there little ^iil.i'je- ent up tiuir ^nioke and .1 
drcaTn\ people ini.\e.l about. 'I'hey •j;rev. i*|', 
toiled .1 little ih Ir fields li'llnwed their rlvip 
and jioats, wedi*».d, .•iiii .trey a^o oveitook them, 
bur thev nev : te.-.'.d to be children. '1 hev 
worshipped the in little wooden temples, 

with ancient riles iorm>tten in l.uer years. 

Ne.ir j>iie ol thc'-e shrines livt'J a priest—an old 
man— who was held in reverence by all for his 
simple and kiiully nature. To him, '•iilinp one 
summer evecin.'! before his Jiut, »anu* a ■-ir*noer 

I ’ s 

whom he iinited t«i share his nu.il. The sh.inee'- 

seated himself and henan to 1 'll tin priest n'lny 

woinlerful rhinos—stories of the ni.iL'h. ni tlie siim 

and of the briirht beings who n'ove .it the ^j.itewajs 

of the day. The old man Lfrew drows\ in the 
* • 

warm sunlight and fell asleep. "1 hen the ^ franger, 
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who was Apollo, arose, and in the guise of the) 
priest entered the little temple, and the peopl^ 
came in unto him one after the other. 

First Celine Agatlion, the husbandman, who said: 
“ iMther, .IS I bend over the fields or fa-^ten up the 
vines I sometimes remember that you said the- 
jiods e.in be worshijiped by doing these things as 
by s.Krifii e. I low is it, f.ithcr, that the pouring of 
cold water over n)()ts or training up the vines can 
lU'urisJi Zeus r I low can the s.ierificc appear 
before his throne when it is not carried up in the 
fire and vapour : ** 

To hp'ii Apollo, in the guise ol the old man, 

replusi : “ Agad >n, the father omnipotent docs 

not Ji\e onlv in the ;ether. lie run*> invisibly 

within the sun and stars, and as they whirl round 

and round tlie\ break out into streams and woods 
¥ 

iiiid flowers, and the clouds are sha.ken aw.i\ from 

m 

them as the leaves from oft* the roses, tircat, 
strange, ami bright, he busies himself within, and 
at the end r>l’ time hi' light shall shine through, 
and men shall see it moving in a world of ftame. . 
Think then, .is vou bend over voiir fields, of what 
you nourish and what tises u]) within them.* 
Know that every flovecr .is it droops in the quietl 
of the wtiodl.ii'.d feels within ai'J f.:r awav the 
approach nf an unutterable life and is ■ ■ id. They 
reflect that life .is the little jmjoIs th* light of the 
stars. Agathon, jVgathon, /ciis !s no creater in ^ 
the lerher than he is in the leaf nl grass, and the ^ 
hymns of men are no sweeter to him than a little« 
water poured over one of Jiis flowers.*' 
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Agathon, the husbandman, went away, and he 
.^bent tenderly in dreams over his fruits and his 
‘vines, and he loved them more than before; and 
he grew wise as he watihed them and was happy 
working for the ynds. 

I'heii spake Da'uon, the shepherd : “ I'ather, 
while the floeks an !>nAVsing v^rtanis rise u]> 
within me. 'rhc\ make the heart siek with 
longing. The forests vanish, and I hear no more 
the lambs' bleat or the riistliii}^ of tin. Heeces. 
Voices from a tlunisuni liepths call me; they 
whi^'per, tliev lieseeth me. ^li.id««\\s more lovel) 
than earth’s ihi|.ii.«> utter ru-t for me 

though 1 faint whil* I liiUn. halher, vJtvilo I 
heai the things ot^ier^ liear I'ur—\<iKes calling 
to unknown liiimer'^ ( t wide tieMs, or tf» herd-men, 
shep»herds of the "fa.r\ lloeks r '* 

Ap(»lli* an*.'.ered t:ie sh-’idierd . “ Damon, a 
song stole fm.i. the ilciKe while the gods were nor 
yet, and a tli'*u.sai'd ages passed ere the\ tame, 
called hjrth hv the niu^e ; and :i thoii'-'anJ ages 
they listened, and then i<iined in the song. I hen 
began the wi rkU to glimnitr .sh.idc»wy about them, 
and bright beings t<* bow before rheni. These, 
their children, began in their turn to sing the song 
that ealls forth and .iwakens life. I le is masiei 
of all things who ha^ learne«l rheli miisie. 1 )amon, 
heed not the shadows, but th- vcnies. ‘I he '.^-icCs 
have a message to tlice froin bevond the g(ds. 
Learn their song and sing it uwr ag.iin to the 
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selves. Oh, my son, I see far off how the nations i 
shall join in it as in a chorus, and, hearing it, the^ 
rushing planets shall cease from their speed and/ 
be ste.iJf.isr. Men shall hold starry sway.” s 

'I'hc face of the liod shone through the face of. 
the (lid ni.in, .iiul it was so full of secretness that, * 
filled with awe, D.inion, the herdsman, passed 
fn^n the prc^ence, and a strange fire w.is kindled 
in his heart. 'I'he songs that he sang thereafter, 
c. n ed childhood and ptace to pass fioni the 
dwellers in the woods. 

'I'hen the two lovers, Dion an.l \t\rra, came 


in .ind stood bcfiire AjMilKi, .uikl Dion spake: 
“ I'ather, ^oij w!’o are so wise ^an tell us what 


io\c I', si that w'e shall never iss n. ()li 
'fithonus ncids his gre) head at us as we pass. 
He .'..i\s (mly with (he (hanmdess gods has love 
eiKlur.iiice, and tor men the hiving*time is short, 
and iis sw-eerin.ss soon over.*' 

\e.rr.i added : “ Ihit it *s not true, f.ither, for 
his drows\ e\e^ liLihi when he remembers the old 

m 

days, when lu was happi .ind proud in lo\e as 
\vc are.” 

Apollo answered : “ My ehildren, I will tell 
)ou the legend how love vame inlij tlu world, and 
how it may eiw'rc. On high Olv-npus the gods 
heKi eoiiiKil at :iie makitiL i f ni.in, .o 1 e.uh had 
brought e gifu md each g.ue to 11..111 lomething 
of their own nature. Aphrodite, !u io-t licst and 
sweetest, p.iased, and was ilioin to ulcl a new 
grace to his person ; but Lros cried : ‘ Let theux • 
not b(' 'so lovely without; let them be lovelier 
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^‘within. Put your ov/n soul in, O mother.’ The 
mighty mother sniilcii, .inJ *<0 it vriis. And now, 
whcne\er luve likt Iuts, \^hich ncn return, 
but sliines on .ill because it must, within th.it love 
Aphrodite dwelU, and it bteonies iinmorral by 
her ]>«'esenee.” 

Then Dion uui Neara went out, .ind as they 
walked home ihiou^rh the fuivst, pin pie and 
vajiorous in the eieniny lii^hl, they ihew eloper 
together. Dion, looki.M.^ into the eve-^ *if'\e:vr:i, 
saw there a new n'r n-*, \iolei, uMnu.d, shining— 
theie w i*' the jiresi:., • ot' Aphrodite; there was 
her .hiine. 

\rrei' • anie in unto Apolio the two graml- 

children of olP I'l-'i :iiul thev tried: “Sec 

the fhiwei"' we li.ue sn-iiuehl \ou ! AVe withered 

# ^ 

them tor \ou in tlu '.ii!e\ wh-'iv the\ grow best ! ** 
.pollii .'id; “ Ii.!i uImIom -'n.ill we L,tve t(» 
children iha: ihee 'M.iy j* .'e'l'lHi'? Our movt 
bcautil'ul ti)i the-.' !” Ami .i' he sti"'! and 
looked at ih* ii t''i mask ol' .i^e .i»id sevretness 
inished. Me .ippeaiel ruiiant in liidit. 'They 
l.iughed in lov at in* beiiitv, Ik nami' down ho 
kisscvl e.ieh uj'on the tore he id, then faded .iv ly 
into the li^ht \\hieh is his home. 

As the sun • ink !ov\n .Piii'l the blue hill , the 
old |>rie.sf .i\\f>kc with a si^h, .ind erieii rnit: 
“ Oh, tint we uniM t.ilk ‘ei'.el) as we do in our 
dreams ! ” 



THE CAVE OV IJLTTH 

Oi'T of her ciivo tame the ancient faliih ; J.ilith 
tiv wImc ; Falith the enchantress. There ran a 
little path outside her dwelling ; i: vcimiiu^ away 
ainon^ the niciuntains and plitreiir.': peak'., .ind 
before the door one of the \\ist ()'ie*4 walked to 
and fjo. Our ot her cave came l.ilitli, scornful 
of his solitude, euiltant in lur wisdom, flauntinjf 
her shininu and m.iaital beautv. 

“ Still .done, star ga/er ! Is thy wisdom of no 

avail r 'J'hou hast ver to learn th..rf I am more 

■ 

powerful, knowing the w.ns of error, thm \.m 
w'ho know the w'ays of truth." 

The Wise One heeded her not, but walked to 
and fro. 1 Iis eyes wi-re turned, to the distant 
peaks the abode of lii- brothers. 'J’he st.«rlij;ht 
fell abcuit him ; a sweet air tame diown the nnjun- 
tain jMth, riufterinti his white robe, be did not 

tease from his st^adv musiiii;. J illrh wa\ered in 

■ 

her ca\e like a mist risinu bt tween r. ks. Her 
raiment was \ioiet, with siLery u.tai.is. Her 
face^was dim, and over her heail r.'u J i Noidowy 
diadem, like that whith a man im\uine' over the 
head of his beloved: and ore looking* closer at . 
her face ^ould have seen th.i* this was the crown . 
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|he reached out to; that the eyes burnt with his 
f 'own longing; that the lips were parted to yield 
to the stcret wishes ot* his heart. 

“ 'lell me, for 1 would know, why do )ou wait 
SO lon^ ? I, htre in my cave lietween the valley 
and the heiuht, blind the eyes of all who would 
pass. Those who by (.lunce uo ibrih to you, 
come biuk to me ayain. and but one in ten 
thousand passes <»n. jVK illndoris are swveter 
to them than tniili. I ofti-r *veiy smil its own 
shadow. I pay iher; miir own price. I have 
grown »iih, ihoui^h 'he ^iinide '■hepheids rif old 
ga\L me birih. h. ive ma'le me ; iJic mortals 

havj madt me imni'-ial. 1 i-o-e up like a vapour 
from their Jiisi e.rt mi-s, .iiui e\erv siidi siiue then 
and evei\ lauf.'li re»'..iiiis with me. I am made 
Up of hopc" and *'•']" . 'I'Ju siibtle princes lay 
out their plai*'. -it ...n pK-.t J-i tny ^a\e, md there 
the hero drear*.s, .imu rhe'v the lovefs of all lime 
write in flanii iheir hi'-ioiv. I an* wise, tudding 
all expelieiue, to n-mpt, to bliiid. to terrifv. None 
shall pass by. \\ hy, then fniv, d«)-t thou w'.iit r ” 
The Wise One i«-okt.l .m her, aiiii she shr.nik 
buck a little, and a little her si'.,er and violet faded, 
but OUT ot’ 111 I i.i\e htr coiiv sHll <<)undid : 

“ The stars and rise starrv iiown aie not tours 

0 if 

alone li» nfter, and. every promi'-e you make I make 
also. I offer the good and the o.id irKliffcentlv. 
The lover, the poet, the m\ de, .iiul all who wciuld 
drink of the first fbuntai*., 1 delude with my 
mirage. J w.is the Healnce who led Paiite 
upwards : the gloom was in me, and the glory 
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was mine also, and he went not out of my cave.* 
The stars and the fthinintr of heaven were illusions 
of the infinite I wove about him. T captured his 
soul with the shadow of spate ; a nutshell would 
have lontaiiied tlie film. [ smote rai the dim 
heart-chords the manifold musit of beinc. fjod 
is swet-rer in the human than the human in find. 
Theref'^re he rented in me.” 

She p.iiised a little, and then w-enr on : “ There 
is that fantastic fellow whi'» slipj^ed In me. Could 
your wisdom not retain him ? ! Ic returned to 

me full of an:«iii^,h, and I w«'iind uw arms round 
him like a fair melancholy; and im w his sadness 
is as sweet to l)‘»n as hope was before his fall. 
I.isten to his '■ony !” She paused auain. A 
voice c.ime up from tlie depths cliaiitiiu; a sad 
knowledge: 

Wli.e lit >!• iiic w'll In i’ll' ' 

li lij \.iiii I'l I '"ssy 1. 

1 liiC pi.iicl .1 

ri'ini till* I'* Li'iiMi Xuli'i' ’'I'W. 

Wli 1: or all tl'L I'Mii III 'lull' ' 

Niipi ini' ml .1 r I * '.p 

r:il'.il lili .1 il'i>0. ■ iliiiiX, 

All! ill,. Mai'ii. Iia l> iro.J it up 

\Vli.ii ill ill li' j 'll 1 !i 

O'll^ III lip ‘I*’* \\ t,,p, 

'I'o lip ■ Hi.I I I i' 

'I r M, !> pur • 1 ,*1 ■ »o hiii'i. 

* Win’ i.l .> ■ til' ti* lit I-’.'* 

hail-lcr 'll III I'll u’i'l ir ■>■• 1 . , 

Nil iiplii 1iii(\l It nil i-i' •\i. . 

I.'.'VC lU'i lU'lllll lls.'i' till' \\'ll lie 




“ Is it not pitiful ? 1 pily only those who pity 

themselves. Yet he is mine more surelv than 


ever. 'I'his is the end of liuiiMn How 

shall he now escape r W h.it shall draw him up ? 

“ His will -hall awaken,” said the Wise One, 
“ 1 do not '■oirow nver him, for hinn, is the il.iik- 
ncss before the spirit is Inini. 1 le le.ini'. in y«)ur 
caves not to see, not lo heai, not to think, for ver'i 
anj^uish fl^iny your illusion^.*' 

“ SoiTiMv is I :'reai hi»iid,” T ilit-h -aidi. 

” It is a hi*1111 ti I'll ohiiut of ‘oiiow. He 
weeps whit rlioii cv -'i never yive him, a life never 
buallied ir. thie. I L shal! tome lorlh, and thou 


sh.ilt noi --i e h«m . ' 
th'-ire dies the swi't 


the time of jn‘sin':. When 
ami Mi\'sible vill .iwakens. 


fie sh.'ll no l.'iih .end ojk I \ line the dwellers in 

your laves will .i’\.iken an-l p.is-. .inwaril. 'I his 

small old p.i#h be r:-.)i' 'eri Iw '.'ei'erati'-n after 

genei-atiiin. I '!• n, tiu*, t » shi'MJvj lalii-li, shalt 

follow', not a- ini iie^s, but a-* handmaiden.” 

“ [ will weave 'pelK,'* laliih i.ried.. *' They 

shalf m\er pass me. I will dui", them with the 

sweetest jviisun. I hf'j ‘hall re-^t dn.wsilv and 

eonlent as of iiid. Were llu v not 'jiam ^ Joiil* aiio, 

niinhlv men in-l he'-oes ? I ovinanie tin m with 
■ 

yount; efiehamment. Shall ihi \ im*-. by Kelile 
and loni'iiT' for hVLimie ii»\s, f n- the - in'- of rluir 
proud eMihanr umtii, wlijle 1 ha\t into a 

m\riad wi-dom , 

rile W ise C^ne walked ti? ami fro *a'? bcl'ore, .md 
there was sileiKe ; and I saw ih.it with, steadv will 
he pierced the tumultuous gloom of the cave, and 
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a spirit awoke here and there from its dream/ 
And 1 thought 1 saw that Sad Singer become 
filled with a new longing for true being, and that 
the iilufrions of good and evil fell from him, and 
that he e.imc at la^t to the knees of the Wise One 
to learn the supreme truth. In the misty mid- 
nighr [ heard tlu“ 4 e three voices—tJie Sad Singer, 
the l-lnehantress Lilith, and the Wise One. From 
the Sad Singer I learned that thdujht of itself 
leails nowhere, but blow's the perfume from every 
flower, and cuts the flower from evere tree, and 
hew's dow'n e^erx tree fnim the valle\, and in the 

* V 

end goes m and fro in waste places—gnawing 
itself in a last Iuht.-.it. I learned trom Lilith that 
we weave our own eneh intinent, and bind our¬ 
selves with oi:r own imagination. 'I'o think of 
the true as beyoiKl us or to love the symbol of 
being is to darken the path t«) wisiloin, and to 
debar ih from eternal beauty. From the AVi-»c 
One I learned that rhe truest wisdfnn is to w'ait, 
to w'drk, and to w'ill in secret. 'I'liose who arc 
\f>icele''s lo-da), ro-mor’siw shall be cioiiuent, and 
the earth "hall hear them and her children salute 
them. Of these three truths the hardist to learn 
is the silent will. I,et us seek for the highest 
truth. 
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The emotion*! tJi.it hnunted me in th:it little 
cathcdnil town w>)uki be most JiHieiilt to dc-ieribe. 
After the hurry, rattle, .uni fever oJ the city, the 
rare weeks spent Jure were infinitely peaceful. 
They vrere full of a (|u.unt sense of chiIdh*)iKl, 
with sometimes a .l.e^uT chord toxuhed—the 
giant and spiritii.i' ihings childhood has vlreams 
of. The little ro.mi I slept in Inul opposite its 
window the ureal ure\ t.irhi.dral wall : it was 
only in the eveniiip mat the sunlight crept round 
it and appear-d in the room '-MMimd through the 
faded uieen blind It niU'^t have been this -oilverv 
quietness of colour whith in some subtle way 
affected me with the feeling of a Lontinual babbath; 
and this w.is strengthenevl by the bells chiming 
hour after hour. The p.ithos, penitence, and 
hope expressed by the flying notes colcmred the 
intervals with faint and delicate memories. 'J'hev 
haunted my dreams, aiKl f heard with unutterable 
longing the dre.imy chimes pc.iling from some dim 
and vast cathedral of the to-mic mcinorv, unri* the 
peace they tolled became aimost a nightmardj and 
1 longed for utter oblivion or forgetfulness of their 
reverberations. • 

£hg 
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More remarkable were the strange lapses into 
other worlds and times. Almost as frequent as 
the changing of the bells were the changes from 
state to state. 1 realised what is meant bv the 
Indian philosophy of Maya. Truly my days 
were full of Mayas, .uul my work-a-day city life 
was no more real to me than one of those bright, 
brief glimj)ses of things long past. I t.ilkufthe 
past, and yet these moments taught me how false 
our k*ea'. of time are. in the I'cer-liviiig 
vesterdav, to-ilav, and to-nni’row are words of no 
meaning. I know I fell into wh.il \\v i.ill the 

past, and the things I Lounred as de.ui fir ever 

■ 

were the thin/i^ I had ^'et tc^ eiulure. Out of the 
old aLie of eirth 1 -.ft j'peil into ii-- ihiKihooJ, and 
received once m<jre the jM-ini.d blessing of youth, 
ecstas\, and beauty. Jliir these tilings arc too 
\ast and vague to speak of, the w^ids we use 
lo-day cannot ttll their stor)’. Nearer ro our lime 
is the legend that h-llows. 

I was, I thought, r)ne(d'the Magi ofold Persia, 
inheriti>r of its iiijtbrgf^tten lore, .ind using some of 
its power';. 1 trici* to pierce through the great 
veil of nature, ami feel the life that quickened if 
within. I tried to comprehend the birth and 
gn>wth of pi I nets, uul to do rhi- I r sc spiritu¬ 
ally, and passed beumd earth’s .i.nfines in* » that 
seeming vtiid whit I' is (he ir.a'rix wlu^'e they 
germinate. On one of these itmi neys 1 \\ is struck 
by the piiaiita-;!::, -^o it seemed, of a pl.uict 1 had 
not obser\-eil before. I louIJ not then observe 
closer, and coming again on another occasion it 
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^nad disappeared. After the lapse of many 
■'months I saw it once more, briJli .11 it with fiery 
'■ beauty. • Its motion was slow, revolvint' aroiind 
some invisible a-ntu*. I porulered over it, and 
seemed to know that the invisible centre was its 
primordial '.jiintii.il ‘^tate, from which ir cniert>cd 
a little while and into which it then withdrew. 
Short ^\as if*' d.i\ ; 'is shilling! faded into a ulimmer, 
and then into dtirknc^s m a lew inunths. 1 
learned it-? rime .ind c\cles; I made prep.irarions 
and determined tu awr.t bs Loniinu. 

*1 Ml HlKTli (/J A I’i.WI r 

At fir-il sili-iKc ind \ e-i an iiiiicr niiiMC. and 
then the ^onnd- of livoUL’Iioiii the \a'stncss 

of its orbit urtw a - mn.', in tuind-tr as ihere were 
star*? at Xecmi-'" ainl vistas of ! 

Thev rccliM to i'll I-o. I !•?.*, pciind from a 
uiiivcrsal ‘‘lillnc^* ijiiuk with unheard ihir.t's. 
TJiev riishet'i fofi.i a:j\>i broke int») a ni\ri.ii! voices 

■ m 

g.iy with ^.hililh od. I rom .i!»e fiul the ctirnal 

thev iiislu\i fonii into \i>nrh. 'I'hcv rilled iIk 

■ 

void with reveliiriL! and exult.itioii. In lebeliion 
the} then returned .ind entered the dreadful 
I'ountain. tlu‘\ tame lorfli, and the 

soiiiuls fad.r II iiuc. uhi'jHT.-*; the} rejoiced once 
again, and tL^ain viied into silei'ic. 

And now all aroiitul ijlowt. a vast twllii^it; 
it filUd the \ radle of the planet with tcliiLirle**s hre. 

I fell a rippling morion which impcllctl me aw.iy 
from the centre to the circuinference. * At that 
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centre a still flame began to lighten ; a new changi| 
took place, and space began to curdle, a milk]^ 
and nelniloLis substance rocked to and fro. At 
every motion the pulsation of its rhythm carried it 
tarthcr and farther .iway from the centre ; it grew 
darker, and .i great purple shadow covered it so that 
J e«iuld see it no Jcniger. 1 \v.i<; now on the outer 
verge, where the twilight "Jtill continued to encircle 
the planet with zones *jf clear transparent light." 

night after night I rose u]) to visit it they 
grew inany-col(uired and brighter. 1 saw the 
imagination of naturo visibly at work. I wandered 
through shadowy in material forests, a titanic 
vegetation built up of light and ('olrnir ; 1 saw 
it grow'ing ilenser, hung with festr»ons and trailers 
of fire, and spotted witJi tliL light of myriail flow'ers 
such as earth newr knew. Onntidenf with the 
appearance of these things I felt within ni)sclf, as 
if in harmonifiLis nn'‘venu*nr, a sense id’joyousiiess, 
an intreasc of self-consLiousncss : I felt full of 
gladness, youth, and the mysrery of the new. I 
felt that greater pow'crs w'ere about to appear, 
those w'ho had thrown outwMrds this world and 
erecred it as a palace in space. 

1 could not tel! half the w'oiiiler of this >tr:inge 
race. J could not myself coii’prehei'd iniirc than 
a little of the my‘»tTy uf ll.'‘'r being. 'J'hey. 
recognised my prcNeiicc there, and conununicated 
wath me in siKh a wav that J can only desciibe it 

J 

by saying that they seemed to enter into niy soul, 
breathing a fiery life; yet 1 knew that the highest 
J could it:ach to was but the outer verge of their 
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^iritual nature, and to tell you but a little I have 
rmany times to tran'^Iate it; for in the first unity 
'^with their thought I touched on an altno'st 
'universal sphere of life, I peered into the ancient 
heart that boats rhroutihout time; and this know- 
'leJgc became (.handed in n»e, fir'it into a vast and 
nebulous symbolnyv, and so down throu^li many 
dc/:jrees of human thoin^ht intfi words whiili hold 
not at all the pristine arjd mauieal bcaiitv. 

I Stood before one of this race, and 1 thoucht. 


“ What i^i the nieanitiL' 


.inJ end tjf life here ? ” 


Within me 1 fell the aiiswcrin':» ecstasy that 
illuminated \vi*^h vistis of dawn and rest. It 


seemed to sav: 


Our spring and ou-* •»ummer are an iinfoldin" 

into lii^ht and fo>'in, a/.d uur autumn and winter 

are a fadiiiij into the iiifiniie soul.” 

I quesfitinj’d in Jj’v' bean, “ To what end is 

this life poured t^rth am! withd.iawn ? ** 

He »Mmc neater at il toiuhed nte ; once more [ 

felt the thrill of beinu th itLhatUjed it'^ellVin to vision. 

“ I'he end erealiuii, and treation is jo\. 'The 

One awakens out •)f ijuie-cenee as we eninc forth, 

and knows itself in us; as we return we enter 

it in ul.idm.ss, kii'-winu ourselves. After lonu: 

cycles the world you live in will betome like ours ; 

it will be poured forth and withdrawn ; a mystic 

breath, a mirror to ulass your bcinu." 

He ilisappeared, wiiile 1 woidcrcd wh.it cyellc 

chaiv'cs would transmute our ball of muJ into the 
& 

subtle substance of thont»ht. 

In that world I dared not stay during \\< period 
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of withdrawal; having cntercil a little into its 
life, I became subject to its law's ; the Pow'crs on 
its return would have dis'Solved my being,utterly. 
1 felt with a w'ild terror its cIutLii up«;n me, and 
I witlulrcw from the departing glory, from the 
grttitness that was niy destiny—but nnt }cr. 

From such dreams I would be aroused, perhaps, 
by a gentle knock at my di'or, and my litHe <.ousin 
Margaret’s quaint facewoiililpee|) in with a “Cousin 
U(»l.ert, arc )oli not coming down to supper ? ” 

Of these visions in the light of afjer thought 
I would spea*' a little. All this was bii*- svmbnl, 
requiring to be thrice sublimed in intei preration 
ere its true meanii g can be grasped. I do not 
know whether woilds are her.dded by suth glad 
simgs, or wliether any h.ive such a fleeting exist¬ 
ence, for the mind that reflects truth is deluded 
with strange ph.intasies of time and place in which 
seconds are rolled out into centuries and long 
cycles are reflected in an instant of time. 'Fhere 
is w'ithin us a little sp.icc through which all the 
threads of the unii'erse are ilrawn ; anil, siirround- 
iiig th.it incompreheiiMble centre, the mind of man 
sometimes catches glimpses f)f things which are 
true only in those glimpses ; when we record 
them the true has vanishal, and a -I* idfAvy story- 
such as this—alc.'v* remains. Yet, p^.'hap*^, the 
time is not alt«*gether w'a^’'‘d in sidering 
legends like these, for thev reveal, thong 1. but in 

C' m 

ph.oitasy and sjmboJ, a greatne-s v. j are heirs to, 
a destiny which is ours though it be )et far away. 

J 
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Till- (liiv h.ul I>ct*n wci iiiiJ wilJ, .iiul the woods 
looked dim md ilrem*lu*d liotn the window where 
Con s.ir. All the d.i\ lofiy his ever restless feet 
were •■unniiiv: to the in .1 ^ai^ hope of’sun¬ 
shine- 1 lis Msrer, Nonn. ft) t|uitt him h.id cold 
him 'iver and oxe*" ;U'.''n the tales which delighted 
hinu the delight fil hi.iwn:; which wa*- seeonil only 
t<» the delii;ht of luir>'. t-iem o\tr himself, uhen as 
Cnciilain he kept the I'ord uhidi led to I'11a, his 
sole hern he.^i“ iti.it,! i'l*^ tlv ho-.t^ ui* Merixe ; or 
us lA-rmis he wwldt d the Mvi»rd of' hj.*ht the 1 )ruids 
made atid t;avc io the champion, which in its 
sweeji sli(jre away the irests of the mountains; 
or as Hrian, the ill-Fared child ol Turenn, he went 
with his bi'tifheis in the ocean-sweepini^ ho it 
farther tJi.in ever Columlnis ir.ivelled, winning 
one bv one in dire eonflict with kiiiLis and en- 
chanters the treasures xvhich would appease the 
implacable heirt of fai. 

He had just died in i corecr of the room from 
his many wounds when Nor.di t.ime in decl.grinir 
tha*^ all these f.imous heroes must i^o to bed. He 
pniLc.'jtcd in vain, but indeeil he was sleepy, and 
before lie had been carried hali'-wav to The room 
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the little soft face drooped with half-closed eye^ 
while he drowsily rubbed his nose upon her 
shouKlcr in an effort to keep awake. Fcjra while 
she flitted about him, lookinijf, with her dark, 
shadowy Ihiir flitkerin^ in the dim, silver light 
like one of the beautiful heroines of Gaelic 
romance, or one of the twilight race of the Sidhe. 
JJefore she sat by his bed and to him 

some verses of a song, set to an old Celtic air 
w'hose low intonations were full of a half-soundless 
niystei-y : 

Ox'TIIk il JI -I'lp < {!.I} } Ll , 

n'»\Ml III tlu \ l'* wll'T' till, Jim ll.Vi _• ‘IMJ 

C'.'i ' till. >1111 1 1 ••ii'i ih h.inilcr >ipi.ii l‘{'1iil : 

L'lipic, thill., !•:} <-lK'plKiJ, Hill I .iJ mil away. 

“ \\ h<fs the shejdierd ? ” said the boy, sud¬ 
denly sitting up. 

“ Hush, alannah, 1 will tell y«)u another time.** 
She continued still ihure softl) : 

l.r,iJ Ilf ill W'.iiii!, Ji.iw tmtli :ii>m liir* J.iikiu"*', 

\Va»p 111 till* ‘ill jr, .I'l 1 \\i«ii* III th- pi'IJ . 

IaMM.' IIil poll iltl.il* till. C I'llCit III It' >1.11! ' 

U r.i| j't J 111 fhe Jh L I \M \m!' I'litTih' r'lilJ 

'I'h Tc frum tlu* iii.iiiv crl-cii lu'.irt uh(.ii; tii> Mother 
nr'.<!hi - fiiri!' tin 1 > i> mi lur i].irl>:i ■ uh > rnain, 

Wc will <•! M I J: • .liii-. Lii (liLii i.i'iit >>1 .'■••ilur 
l.iiiul ft the S Miiiw, Ih-’M 0 lipl.ii,!' .11 ■' ' iinv*. 

He w'oiild have asked a hun.lred (jiK'-^ions, hut. 
she bent over him. envelopin'.* him \vith a sudden, 
nightfall of hair, to uive him hU good-night kiss, 
anti departed. Ijnmediateiy the boy sat up 
again, all his sleepiness goiii-. The pure, gay,' 
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delicate spirit of childhood was darting at ideas 
dimly perceived in the delicious moonlight of 
romance which silvered his biain, where many 
airy and beautiful iigin’es were moving: the 
Fianna with floating h'cks chasing the flying deer; 
shapes more solemn, vast, atul misty, guarding 
the avenues tu unspeakable sicrets; but he 
steadily pursued his idea. 

“ 1 guess he's one of the people who t:ikc you 
awa\ to r.iervJand. Wonder if JieM cotnc to me ? 
'rhink it's eas\ lifjiir. avvav," with an intuitive 
perception (‘fthe trailty of the link binding child¬ 
hood to carlli ill its o.-cj'iis,. .i iii.in (Jon will 
strive with passiiaiaic intensity to rcyaiii that free, 
gay motio/i in the upper airs.) “ riiiiik 1*11 try 
if he’ll come,’ and he s.mL!, vvith as near an 
approach as Ik coiiki make to the glimmeLing 
uidenecs of his voice . 

Li'iik, i!) f", r.ii I'll n!, .iiui !i m r.i'- iw.i}. 

lie then l.iv back ciuitc still and waited. He 

could not s:iv whether hours or niiimt*''* had 

■ 

passed, or whether lie had slept or not, until he 
was aware of a tall golden-bearded man standing 
by In', bed. Wonderfully li^iit was thi.s figure, as 
if the sunlight ran through his limbs; a spiiitual 
beauty was on the face, and tho'ii* strange eycs of 
bronze and gold with tlur subtle intense ga"-c 
made Con aware lor the first .ime <»f the diffescncc 
between inner and outer in himself. 

“ Come, Con, C(jme aw'ay 1 ” the chdd seemed 
to hear uttered silentlv. 
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“ You’re the Shepherd," said Con, “ I’ll go.”* 
Then sikldcnly, ** I won’t come back and be old 
when the} Vc all dead ? ” a vivid remembrance of 
Ossiaii’s late fl.Lshing upon him. 

A most beautiful laughter, which again to Con 
seemed half soundlc'^s, tame in reply. His fears 
vani>hed; the golden-bearded man stretched a 
h.iiKl over him for a moment, and he found 
himself out in the night, now char and starlit. 
Together they moved on as if borne by the wind, 
past mail) wootls and silver-gleamim* lakes '^^^d 
mountains which shone like a rai'gi of op ils 
below the piirph skies. The She[»herd stood 
still foi a niomeii*- oy tnie of these hills, and there 
flew out, riverlike, a melody mingled with a 
tinkling as of innumerable cllln hammers, and 
there was a sound of many gay voices wJierc an 
unseen jH'ople were ln)Iding festival, frT enr.iptuivd 
hosts win:) were let loose tor the awakening, the 
new dav whiih was to ilaw^n, for rhe deliL'hted 
child felt tlial facryland was ctime o\er again with 
its heritcs and battles. 

" Our brothers rejoice,” said the .shepherd to 
Con. 

” Who arc tliey r ” asked tlie lioy. 

” 'They are riie thought- ot our Kather." 

“May we g* in.?” Coi. asked, he was 
fascinated by the nielod), 3 r)ster\, and flashing 
lights. 

“ Not now. W'e are going to my home when; 

1 lived in the days past when there tame to me 
many kings and queens o: antient Fare, many 
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*' heroes and beautiful women, who longed for the 
Druid wisdom we tangJit.” 

“ And did you fight like Finn, and carry spears 
as tall as trees, and chase the deer through the 
woods, and have fe.isting an^i singing ? ” 

“ No, we, the Dananns, did none of those 
things ; but those who were wciiry of battle, and 
to whom feii-it and song brought no pleasure, came 
to us and passed hence to a more wonderful laiul, 

' a more immortal land than this." 

As he spoke lie paused before a great mound, 
grown over with tree^, atul around it siKcr clear 
in the moonlight were nmnense stones jiiled, the 
remains of an origin •! «iixle, and there was a dark, 
low, narrow enti-ance le.uling vvirhin. 1 le toc»k 
Cun h)r the hind, ..nJ in an iiislani tluy were 
standing in a lolt\, cross - shaped cave, built 
roughlv luige sti.ms. 

"'I'hi wa> Piy palace. In Ja>s past maii\ a 
one pliuked here tiu purple flower of inagie and 
the Iruit of llu tiee life." 

“ It is veiy dark," saiil the cliilJ disconsolately, 
lie had expel te^l -ometliing ditfereiu. 

“ Nav, but l(jok: }ou will see it is the palace 
c»f a god." And e\en as he spoke a light began 
to glow aiid to pervade the cave, and tu obliter¬ 
ate the stone walls and the antique hieroglyphs 
engraven thereon, and to »Melt the eirthen floor 
into itself like a tier) mui suddenly iiptisen vvjthin 
tlK* world, and there was evci) where a wandering 
ecstasy of sound : light and sound were «)n<'; light 
had a voice, and the music hung glittering in the air. 
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“ Look, how the sun is dawning for us, eveS! 
dawning; in the earth, in our hearts, with everj 
youtliful and triiiniphant voices. Your' sun is' 
but a smoky shadow, ours the ruddy and eternal! 
glow ; )ours is f,ir away, ours is hean and hearth 
and lionu'; yours is a light without, ours a fire 
wiiliirj, in ruck, in river, in [ilain,everywhere living, 
everywhere dawnin',, whence also it cometh that 
the moimtaiiiN emit their wondrous ra\s.” 

As he spoke he seemed tr» breathe the brilliance 
ot that mystical sunlight and to dilate and tow'cr, 
so that the c looked up to a vant pillar of 
light, haying in his heart a sun of ruddy gold 
which sited its bliading ra}S about him, and over 
his head there was a yyaving of liery plumage, and 
on Jiis face an ecstasy of beauty and immortal 
youth. 

“ I am Angus,” Con heard ; “.iinen call me 
the 'doling. 1 am the sunlight in the heart, the 
moonlight in the mind ; 1 am the light at the end 
of c*yiM-\ dream, the voice lor c-yer calling to eome 
ayvay ; 1 am ilesire be\nnd joy or tears. Come 
yyith me*, come yyith me, I yyill make }(>ii im¬ 
mortal ; for 111 } palace opens into the (iarele-ns of 
the Niiii, and iliere are the fire-foiimains wliich 


que'Jich the hea-fs eli'sire in ra|)lure*.” And in 


the child's dreat'. he yyas in i palace as the 
sr.ir-i, yyiih dayzling pillars jcwelh d. like the dawn, 
and vH fashioned i ut of living and t cmbliiig opal. 


Aiul iip(jn their thrones sat the Daiiann goas with 
their siejitres and diadems if rainhoyv light, and 
upon their faces infinite wis loin and imperishable 
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pouth. In the turmoil and growing chaos of his 
'dream he heard a voice crying out, “ You rciucm- 
*.ber, Ccm, Con, Conaire Mor, you rcniciiihcr ! ” 
and in an instant he was torn fnmi himself and 
had grow'ii vaster, and was with the Immortals, 
seated upon their thrones, rhey looking uptJii him 
as a brother, and he was flying away with them 
into the heart of the gold when he awoke, the 
spirit of ehildlnxjd dazzled with the vision wliich 
is too lofty for princes. 
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ACT I. 

SchNE.—77v e/ua ^Dfikdrii’s niptii'i/v, I^avar- 
CAM, ti ^tts in'fnrc the Juur in the open 

air, Deirlrj' iomcs at/ of u.c due, 

Diirdrf. 

TVar fostermor^LT, how the hegin- 

iiiiiii 1 The inusiL of the h’athcr*-' Jiarp is 
siw.ikcninj^ the flower*-. JSovs the winter’s sleep 
is over, iihd tJie sjn*ing flow from the lips of the 

iOS, 
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„<&rp. Do you not feel the thrill in the wind— 

■ IsL joy answerint; the trcirblintj strings ? Dear 

• fostermothcr, the spring and the music arc in my 

. heart ! 

I-WARCAV. 

* The harp has hiu three nr)tes ; and, alter sleep 
and laughter, the last stmiui is of weeping. 

Dili III >KU 

■ 

"Why sinuild tliere lie an\ sorrow while f am 
with um? 1 am hapio here, l/ast niyht in a 
dream I s.iw the lilessc.i Sulhe iip«in the mountains, 
and they looked on nu x^ith eyes ot'Ioxe, 

(./v w// ] jj RDsMW ev/.vv, ;:7.a .W’j 

JiJufY \.v\ \Re.\M.) 


• lli.h'DsMW. 

I.ady, the Migli King is tominu through the 
woods. 

I WAUCAM. 

IX'irdre, go to the giianan for a Jilile. \ou 
shall tell me your xlivam again, my child. 


Dl IKJMU . 

Why am 1 alwaxs hitU’en tVi>m the king's 
sight ? 

L.\\AKexv{. 

ft is the king*'* \xilJ }ou should see jv* «me 
except these aged servants. * 
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Duirdre. ' 

Am I indeed feurful to look upon, fostet^ 
mother ? 1 do not think so, or you would notj 

love me. ,J 

LiW ARCAM. 

It is the kind’s will. 

1 

Hi TRORi;. 

»• 

Yet wliy must it he so, fostennother r Why,^ 
must 1 hide iiway r Why nuist 1 ne\er leave the'^ 
vallev r 

^ T *■’ 

T-,AV\ReAM. 

It is the kinu'‘ will. 

^ « 

fm/c sLe is spi'iikhv^ Co\eor.\R enters. 

lie itiinds still tiHil looks on iF urore. . 

■ 

Di irduk ^liZt'S on the Ki\r. for " 
moment^ tniil then (ov.rrn^ lur foce . 
•Zv///' her htinJ^y she hurric\ inh the dun. 
The IlhUliSMAN out. l.AVARCAM 
sees und bepjre the King. 


CoNCOBAR, ' 

I/tidy, is all well with yiju and your charge 

Lava kc AM. 

All is well. 

Concobxa. 

Is there peace hi Deirdre’s he.irl ? 

Lavarcvv., 

■ i 

She is happy, not knowing a greater happiness^ 






to roain the woods or to dream of the 
Jljimortal ones can brin£( her. 

. a 

f CONCOHVR. 


Fate has not found her yet hidden in this 
ifValley, 

I. WViRCAM, 


' Her happines'^ is ro Ik* here. Jiut she a'^ks 
swhy must she never leave the t:len. I ler heart 
*quickc!’S within her. J.ike a bird she listens to 
the spriny, and soon tiu v.illey will be narrow as 
a cage. 

Co\( Ol!\U. 


I cannot open rhe i.i^e. Ta’^s nminou'-' the 
Red Si^inrherd at .* fea' t than this beautiful child 
*in Ulla. You knf)\v the uc'vd of the Druids at 
her birth. « 

r. A '.Re'M. 


Ave, throutji het wmild eonic the destriicfion 
■ • 

of the Red liraiKli. Jlul sad is my heart, thinking 
ofhcrloncl) jouth. 


CONCOIJAU. 

The grids did not guide us how the ruin might 
.be averted. 1 he Druids would have -laiji her. 
but I set mvsclf au'ainst the wise ones, thinkinu in 
heart that the chivalry "I" the Red Rraiuh 
tnroiild be already gone if thi-» child were "riiii. 
^f we arc t(^ perish it shall be nobly, and without 
departure from the laws of our order. So I 
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have hidden her away from men, hoping to sta^ 
the coming of fate. 

B' 

T/AV'AUCAM. 

KiiiLi, your mercy will return to yem, and if any^ 
uf the Red Jlraneh faH^ vou will not fall. 


CoNCf)!. \R. 

If her thoughts iiirned only !o the Sidhe her* 
heart would grow told to the light love that 
warriors give. 'I'lie J5ii\ls oi '\ngijs cannot 
hrcafhe or sinii their maddening son*; in the chill 
air that enl’ouls the wise, luir thi •, Druidess, I 
maile thee her tosic rer. 11.is she learned to know 
the heaiity of the e.er-living ones, after which the 
earth f.ules and nf> voice tan tall us hath r 


Dwarcxm. 

The imniort.ils h:ne apfuared to her in vision 
and looked on her with exe^ ol h>vc. 


CoMOJiAR. 

Tier Ivaiitx is so great it would madden whole j 
hosts, and turn them from remembranee of their*, 
duty. We must guard well the safetv ol'thc Red ' 
Jiranth. Driiidc.s, you have M-en whh subtle- 
exc" the shining life bexf-nd thU. lli" through ■ 
the antienr tr.ulin.ins of Ull which Tie bards.^ 
have kept .ind woxen into so/ig, I have si*en the 
shining laxv enter i ien*s minds, an., -^ubduc the' 
laxviess into love justice. A great tradition is 
shaping A heroic race; and the gods who fought at*.' 
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Tmoytura arc descending and dwelling in the 
«;Jiearts of the Red Branch. Deeds will be done 
in our time as mighty as thobC WToiight by the 
^giants wIk) battled at the ilawn ; and through the 
memory of our days and deeds the gods will build 
.themselves an eternal empire in the mind of the 
" Gael. Wise woman, guard well this beauty 
which fills my heart with lerror. I go now, and 
■ will doubly warn th< spearmen at the passes, but 
.will come hither again and speak witJi thee of 
these things, and with Ihirdre I vouid aUo sjuMk. 

I.WMK \M. 

King of Ulla, be .1! peace, ft is not I who 
will break through rl-e design of ihe gods. 
(CoNCoj,\R //(• r.•■«•/., tifh'r Iwkin;^ for 

a time ff/ if c d^or ij tf\ #////;.) Bur Deirdre is 
one of the inuuorr.ds. '\ hat the i«oi!s desire will 
utter itself throujM iiei heart. I wiU -eek touir.el 
from the gods. 

[Durdri the 


ni-iRinu. 

Is he gone ? J fear this sl<my king with his 
iniplatable eyes. 

J-\\.\RCAM. 

He is iinj'lacabic only in his desire for justice. 


Diikdri. • 

No 1 \o i There is a hufiger in his eyes for 
1 know not what. 
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I m 

Lavarcam. y 

He is the wisest king who ever sat on the chair? 
of Mucha. ' 1.= 

DriRDRK. ■* 

He has placed a burden on my heart. Oh 1 
fostermother, the harp of life is already trembling' 
into st)rrow ! 

J-AVARCAM. 

’V) not think of him. 'I ell me your dream,” 
my child. 

Diirlrl tomes from //v doo> of the dun 
and siti on a deerskin at Lavakcam's 
feet. 

DiiRnRii. 

Tell jne, ilo happy dreams brim^ happiness, 
and dt) our dream's of the Sid.he ever trrow real; 
to us as you are real to me } Do t'lieir e}es draw, 
nigh to ours*, and can tlie heart we dream of ever. 
be a refuge for our hearts. 

Lavarcam. 

Tell me vour dream. 

■ * 

DriRHRi:. 

N.ay ; but answer me, fir'-t of ail, deir foster*' 
mother—^v’ou who arc wise, and who have talked.^ 
with the Sidhe. 

T.AVARCAM. 

Would it make you happ\ to have your dreanS' 
real, my darling } 


< ftV 
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'Tv^ Ditrdrk. 

■ 

^ Oh, it wi»ukl makf me h.ippy ! 

/i/./f’f /uTfinr qh J-AVVRCwr.s knees. 


I-AVAIif-WT. 

If I c.i»i make \oiir ».livam real, T will, niy 
beautiful f.iwn. 

DmiDiir. 

Dear f(sternlurher, I think my dream i;. (.umin^ 
neai hi me. li tenv’.’'.'; 10 me m-w. 


l.A\ 


Dei I'll re, (ell 
heart } 


me \i lull jn)p«‘ Iras eiifereJ your 

1): IKDKI . 


In the p.ii;Itr i ‘'.iw in .1 dnam (he i<ip of the 
moiinr.iiii «)nil,*r, IhvuiuI the wikhN, .iiul three 
hunters st«u«ii (here if. the dawn. I he sun sent 
its bre.ith iipim iluir I ues, hur there was -a liL»ht 

about them ne\ er kiiulled at the sun. rhe\ were 

■ 

surelv hunters fn'iii some hea'enU held, or the 
three uods wIkmu Iai (ondeiuned to wander in 
.mortal form, and tlK \ .ire lome a/jain to the world 
to seek soine preiter (leasure. 


r.AVARC\M. 

Descril'.c ti^ me ihese inu if>rLal hunters. In 
^‘Eir 6 we know no gods who take such shape 
,appearing unto men. 
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Deirdre. V« 

I cannot now make dear to thee niy^remenS. 
brance of two of the hunters, but the tallest 6t 
the three—oh, he stood like a flame aj^ainst the 
flamcless sky, and the whole sapphire of the 
heavens seemed to live in his fearless eyes ! His 
h.iir was darker than the raven’s wijijj, his face' 
daz'/linur in its fairness. He pointed w'ith his: 
j^rjat flamc-bripht spear to the valley. His com* 
panions seemed in doubt, and pointed e.ist and 
west. Then in niy drc.im 1 came niyh him and 
whispered in his ear, and ptnnted tlu way through- 
the valley to our dun. 1 looked into his eyes," 
and he st.irtcd like one who -^ces a vision ; and I 
know, dear fostermotht r, he will come here, and 
he will love me. Oh, I would die if he did not- 
love me ! 

Lavakcam. 

Make haste, my child, and tell me was there 
aught else memorable about this hero and his^ 
companions ? 

Deirdrl. . 

Yes, I remember each had the likeness of sd 
torch shedding rays of gc-hi embroitlercd on the; 
breast. 

LaVARC.i'I, 

Deircire, Deinlre, these are ni« phantoms, but* 
living heroes 1 O wise king, the e)es of the', 
spirit tljou wouldst open have seen farther thai^ 
the eyes of (lie body thou wouldst blind ! Th^ 
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vision has only revealed to this child her 

Y >; . Diirpre. 

;}' Why do you talk so strant>cly, fostcrniothcr ? 

I.AVAKrAM. 

' Concobar, I will not fiuht acjainst the will of 
.'the immort.ils. 1 ani not thy scnMiii, but theirs. 
Let the Rcil Hranth fall ! If the ir«)ds scatter 
it they have chosen to i‘,ip’dc the people of IJIhi 
in another path. 

Dmuori:. 

\\’hat has disturlvd \our mind, dear foster- 
mother? W'hat ha\c I to do with the Ued 
,Branch? And why should the people ol' Uila 
fall because of me ? 

• 

L .V lR< \M. 

O Deirdre, there were no warriors created 

'Could overcome the Ued Braneh. 'I’he :^(ids 

have but smiled on riii^ proud chi\alrv through 

-thine eye*?, and they are already niched. TJic 

‘-wavini^ of thy ha nil is more powerful to subdue 

.than the silver rod of the kin^ to sustain. 71iy 

golden h.iir .'>hall be the flame to burn up Ulla. 
•1^ 

hU 

iJlIRORF. 

, ■* 

C'*h, what do you mean b) these f.iteful ]'»ro- 
•^hccics ? You fill me with terror. WIi^* should 
dream so j>cntlc and sw'cct portend sorrow ? 
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I 

Lavarcam. 

'j* * 

Dear j>oIdon head, cast sorrow aside for if 
time, ’['he l^ither Jias not yet struck the lasf‘, 
chords on the of life. 'J'he chords of joyl' 
have but beyiiii for thee. ’’ 


DiJRDRIi. 

You confuse my mind, dear fostermother, i 
with )()iir sjwch of joy .ind sorrow. It is not*. 
}oiir wont. Indeed, I lliiiik n'\ d.re.im portends 

j«>y- 

La\arcam. 

It is love, Deirdre, which is crmiini* lo thee.' 
Love, which ihoii hast never known. 


DLIRORh. 

Jhit I love thee, dearest -arJ kindest of> 
truardi.ins. 

Lavarc \ m. 

Oh, in this lo\e heaven and earth will be'■ 
foryotien, .ind your own "elf unremembered, or 
dim and far otF as a home the spirit lives in no-, 
longer. V 

i)l lUDJll . 

f 

'fell me, will the hur-Vr fiom -’.e hills coined 
to us F 1 think [ could foruet al' i-t him. 


T-,avmic\m. 




He is not one of the .SidJie, but the pirmilc^*' 
and brav(‘st of the l^ed Jlrancli, Naisi, son of UsnjL.f 
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,31iree lights of v:ili;ur among the IJltonians arc 
'Niaibi and his brothers. 


I* 




Will he love me, foNtermothcr, as you love me, 

■ and will he live wiih us here r 

f«\vAReA\r. 

■ f 

N.iy, where he ivies yiu must go, .uul he must 
* fly afar to live with Hut 1 w'ill leave you now 

for a little, thilJ, 1 wfiiild d’\ine the futuie. 

[L w \ lie' M / 1 Du r. 11 m tnid :■ uhin 
the Mhi. Diirori 'Walks Vi (ind f}‘j 
trjsjy :• t di*ir. \\ISI atli'i'y, lie 
Sie> uuui', .:•/« //o'Vi dul lioks ill 

/•//.', hr l'dnd\ t'l her biCtuU 

N li'juii' Dm a OKI'.. 


• N \JM 

Ciodf.less, <ir ei. hantre^ , tin f k e shone on me 
at d.iw'ii on (he ii'ornitain. 'I'hy lips called me 
, hither, and I have Lome. 

Dir II OKI'. 

I called thee, dear NaiNi. 

Naim, 

L Oh, knowing my name, never before ha\ing 
■spoken Ui me, thou must know my heart aho. 

I )i iKi'iir. 

Nay, f know not. 'J eil me what is in thy 
heart. 
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Naisi. ,.4% 

O enchantress, thou art there. The ima^ 
of thine e\es is there and thy smiling lips, and thfej 
beating of my heart is muffled in a cloud of thy. 
golden tresses. 

1)j:ir])Rf. 

Sii} (ill, dear Naisi. 


Naisi. 

I have told thee all. 'J'hoii only art in my 
heart. 

Dl IRDKI'. 

lUit I have i.jver ere this spoken to any man. 
'['ell me more. 

Naisi. 

If thou hast never hefoie spoken to any man,' 
then indeed art thou one of the iifiiuortals, and 
my hope is vain. 1 last thou only callcii me to 
thy world to evdnauish my life hereafter in 
memories of thee ? 

Dmrdrk. 

\\ Jiat wouldst thou with me, dear Naisi ? *.[ 

* 

Naisi. 

I would ci'i-ry thee to my dun bv the sea of. 
Moyle, O beautiful wonia i, and ^et thee there 
on an ivor\’ throne. 'Hie wint* '* wouKl not chiBr 

¥ m 

thee there, nor ine summer burn thee, for 1 woulii;J 
enfold thee with my love, enchantress, if thovH 
earnest to my world. Many warriors are thei^ 



% % 







fiiF.tne clan Usna, and two brothers I have who 
ifre strong above any hosts, and they would all 
'die with me for thy sake. 


DrrRDRh (tjkiuji the hands of Naisi). 

* 

I will go with thee w-hcrc thou gocst. {Lean¬ 
ing her head on N\isi*s shoulder,) Oh, fb'^ter- 
another, too truly hast thou spoken ! 1 know 

myself not. My spirit has gone from me to this 
»Other heart for ever. 


\ usr. 

Dost thou forgo lh\ shining world for me ? 

J./AARi’AM {-‘juinji out of the dun), 

Naisi, this is tlu* Peirdri* ('f the prophecies. 

Naisi. 

Deirdrc ! Deiidre ! 1 remember in some 

old tale of ir.y chik!hood ihal name, (/-/mi/v.) 
It was u hinu piupJuvy. What has this girl to 
do with the dowiit.tll of Ulla } 

Lwvrcam. 

Thou art the light of iJie LMtonians, Naisi, but 
thou art not tl\c star of knowledge. The Druids 
spake truly. Through her, but not through her 
3in, will come the destruction of the Red Hranch. 

Naisi. 

I have coiinrcd death as nothing battliiig for 
the Red Rraneh; and 1 would not, even for 
Deirdrc, w'ar upon my comrades. Ihit Deirtlrc 
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I will not leave nor forger for a thousand pro-,-i 
phccics made by Druids in their dotage. If the^ 
Red Branch must fall, it will fall through trcacheryjV; 
but Deirdrc 1 will Jo\e, and in mv Io\c is no-®, 
dishonour, nor any broken pledge. 


r.WAUCAM. 

Remember, Naisi, the law »)f the king. It is' 
death t<^ thee to be here. C'oneobar is even now., 
in the woods, and will come hitJ»er again. 


I)l iKhl I . 

h it death <o thee to love mo, Naisi ? Oh, fly 
qui(.kl\, and f« rget me. But first, before ihou 
goea, bend d.’wn th\ head—K-\\--re*'t it on my 
b(>s..im. Listen iti:he beating of ni\ heart. That 
passionate tumult is for thee ! 'I’here, L have 
kissed thee. I h.ive ^weer memoives tor ever- • 
lasting, (io now. mv beloved, (]uukl\. I Oar— 

1 fear for thee thi.s stony king. 


N MSI. 

[ do not fe.ir the king. ii(«r will I fl\ lienee. It; 
is due to the chief of the Red Br.meh that I should' 
st.iy and fate him, h.iving «et mv will against his. 

L.\\.\r. »m. 

You eannor remain n()\\'. 
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Lavarcam. 

^ You must <^o ; liorh must yo. Do not cloud 
your hcAirt with drcimis of a fiKc honour. It is 
'not your death onl\, hur Deirdrc’s which will 
follow. Do you tliink the Red Branch would 
spare her, after your dialh, to extinmiish another 
.light of valour, ;ind another who may wander 
here ? 

Naisi. 

I will go wnth DeirJre to Allu. 


I h I'iORI'. 

'I'hrouiih life or lo jcath I will .ao with thee, 
Naisi. 

[/'»/(rt .\i\iL r/;,/ Ahi»a.\ //twrf/ 
in ihc •: > 

• i\i:in\ 

I think Nai^'i went Ihi*. \\a}. 

<\iMa. 

Ho has !)een wr.jpt in a dream since the dawn. 
See ! 'I'his is Jiis fc^orstep in the tla_\ ! 

Aruan. 

I he.ird Vf}ices. 

A[\ij: ifuitriti" -.ill Ari)\n'). 

Here is our dreiin led hrother. . 

N \is.. 

* Ainlc ami Ardan, this is Dcirdre, your sister. 






1 have broken through the command of the kli^ 
and fly with her to Alba to avoid warfare with'll 
Red liranch. 

Aroan. 

Our love to ihcc, beautiful bister. 

Ainle. 

]')ear maiden, thou art already in niy hear^ 
with Naibi. 

Lavarcam. 

Voii cannot lintrer here. With Concobar the* 
deed foUiis.s ‘iwil'tly the counsel; to-night his' 
spearmen will be on ^our tratk. 

N'atst. 

Tasten, Ainle and Ardan. CJo you to f^main 
Macha. it may be the Red Branch will make* 
peace between the king aiul ni}self. '^’oii are! 
guiltlc&b in this flight. 

AiM-r. 

i 

Having seen Deirdre, tny heart is with yoil,;J 
brother, and 1 also am guilty. 

Ardan. 

I think, being here, u*‘, to**, have broken tWl'J 
command of tlie king. We will go vith thee 

Alba, dear brother and sistt -. ^ 

’ . 'W 

Lavarcam. 

Oh, tarry not, tarrj' not ! Make haste whO^ 
there is yet time. The thoughts of the king A> 


rii 

I 

4 

• 

ft ^ 





.'iSfe'iftDRfe. ■ 

'girding around Deirdrc as wolves around the 
!^ld. Try not the passes of the valley, hut over 
hiljs. The passes arc all filletl with the 
'^pearmen of the kin^. 


«i 

T, 

d 

* 


NaISI. 


; ; We will carry thee over the mountain, Deirdre, 
''.and to-morrow will see us nijih to the isles of Alba. 

i* W 

Dj^IRDRI'. 

Farewell, dear fosterjiiothcr. 1 have passed 
the faerv sc.i since diwn, anil have found the 
Island of luv. Oh, --ee ! what bright bird', are 
around us, with di//linj wiii^s j Can >oii not 
^hear their sinninL: r Oh, bright birds, make 
music for ever aroutui my love and nu* ! 


• Luvuew. 

They are the IJi'.ls of Ami;us, 'I'heir sinking 
brings love—-and deith. 

h 

Dlirdrs. 

Nay, death has conu' before love, ilear fostcr- 
' mother, and a^I I was has vani^Jied like a dew drop 
in the Min. Oh, l'el«#ved, let us g»). We arc 
leaving death behind us in the \alley. 

[Ukiudui- fiVf/ the hruthen th'uU’^h the 
'i"of»cL I.. \Vj\R cM TCc/rr/vf, #/;/•//•.'// 

^ m 

\ they tire otft of Si\>h/ j/V.f hv the iloor of 

the 4un zeith tier hctui h-tzicJ to her 
btces. Jftcr a little Concohar enters. 

■.iS » ^ 



226 Imaginations AND' SfivlEiaEs 


CoNCOfiAR. 

Where is DcirJre ? 

JaVARrAM (/lOi /i/tifix, 

IVirJiv h.is left death hchind her, and has-' 
entered into the Kinj^dom of her Youth. 

CoNCOliAR. ^ 

Do not ^peak to me in pm-tents. Taft up your 
head, l)ruille^s. Where is Deirdiv ? V 

T^\v\rc\m .*•/'). 

DcirJi-u is ijone ! 

Co\eon\R. 

Jl} the hi^Ii i^od'', tell me uhitlier, and who^ 
has il.ired to take her helite ? 

I.WAUeAM. 

She has fled with N.iisi, son oi Dsna. and is 
be\(*nd )oiir venyeance, kin^*. 

L'oxc oi:\i:. 

Wi»man, 1 swear I*y Hal.a-, 'I'elhra, and all the- 

hrood of demons, I will have siuh a vengeance a. 

thousand ^e.irs hereafter shall he frioJited at the 
■ 

tale. If the Ued Hraiuh i-. to fall, it will sink 
at least in sea*- of the blo'sl of liie tlan L'sna. 


LwAia M. 
O kinj^, the doom of the 
already pone forth when you 
JJeirdre to enter your heart. 




■lei Hi.'ineh had 
suffered love foirf 
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ACT IL 

Scene.— 7;/ rf h I/nh Kiivc, Thmtigh the 
open tliur can he $ren lakes and :iO‘/ded islands 
in a silver lieilrdit. J^j.ikdkj uands at the 

iN 

i/y&r h.fjkita^ •rcee the lake, Nmsi U idthUi 
Innd.tr^ a speat'head iu the shaft. 


D) iiii>Ki:. 

How still is tho t\^i!l^hr I It is tin* siiiisi^t, 
not ot'oiif. l)iu of’n*:Mi\ thus— m) srill, s(» htiil, so 
living 1 I'ln* omli MMn-nt ol' D.ni.i is upon tin* 
lakes .iiu! ishml" aii-i ’.vmiiis, aiul the (iivai Isither 
looks dowfi rhM'in:h il*e deepeniny heavens. 

N \[s! 

TIkhi art h ilf'i#' l:ieir iv«jrld, hc.mtirul woman, 
and it seem* fair t" me, rj i/ipi» ('»] thine ejes. 
But when lh«iii ar! not heside me the flashing ot 
'spears is mm-e to he .ulmired tiran a whole heaven- 
*ful of stars. 

I)l IKDRr. 

() Na'.M ! stiM d.-»sr thou loiip tor (he Ked 
Branch and the jK'ril ot haitle-* and death. 

N-\rsi. • 

Not for the Red Brant h. lun* the peril ()t'l)attles, 
nor death, do I Ion:;. But- • 





Deirdre. * 

But what, Naisi ? What memory of £ri 
thou hoarded in thy heart ? ' * 

N.\isi over his spear). 

It is nothing, Dcirdrc. 

Dlirure. 

It is :i night of many days, N.iisi. Sec, all the. 
bright day had hidden is revealed ! Look, there ! 
A star ! and another star I 'I'liey could not see 
each other through the da\, for tlie hot mists of 
the Min were alioiit them. Three years of the' 
sun have \vc |Aissed in Alba, Nai'^i, and now, 
O star of my heart, truly ».lo I see you, this night 
of many days. 

Naisi. *; 

Though ntv breast lav clear as a crystal before 
thee, tliou eouldst see no change in my heart. 

Dfirorf. 

There is no change, beloved ; but I see there j 
one memory warring on thy peace. 


N.wsi. 

What is it then, wise voman ? 

DriRUrtE. 

O'Naisi, 1 Iiave looked within thy heart, anc^ 
thou hast there imagined a king with scornfu^ 
eyes thinking of thy fligh*'. 



»■% 
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. Naisi. 

i •’ -By the pods, but it is true I I would give this 
"'kingdoifi 1 have won in Alba to tell the proud 
.monarch I fear him not. 

n 

Deikdri:. 

■ 

O Naisi, that thought will viraw thcc back to 
,£ri, and to J know not what peril and death 
beyond the seas, 

Naim. 

1 will not war on ihe Kcd Branch. Thev were 
ever faithful comrades. Be at peace, Deirdre. 

lb IRDKE. 

Oh, how vain it is to say to the heart, “ Be at 
.peace,” when the he.irt will nor rest ! Sorrow is 
on me, belov.il, m.l 1 kiu'w not wherefoie. Jt 
has taken tlu* ^tront: and la^l place of my heart, 
and sighs there hidilen in my h'^e for thcc. 

Naim. 

Dear one, the sf)ngs i)f Ainle and the pleasant 
fcilcs of Ardan will drive away thy sorrow. 

a 1 

Omrorl. 

Ainle and Ardaii ! Whore arc they ? 'I'hcy 
linger long. 

^ ^ NT 

Nais«. • 

^ They were watching a ‘ ail that set hitherward 
fh)m the south. * 
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Deirdre. 

A sail ! 

Nafsi. • 

A sail ! What is there to startle thee in that ? 
Have not a thousand />allcys lain in Loch Edve* 
since 1 built this dun by the sea. 

I do not knr)w, but my spirit died denvn in my*' 
heart as you spake. [ think ifie wind that brings 
it biiiW" troin jM*i, and it is it h.is brought sorrow 
to me. 

Naisi. 

My be.iutifiil one, it is but a i'ancy. It is some 
inert hant comes hither to barter 'l\rliin cloths 
for tlie cunnint* work of our smiths. Hut glad 
woulil J be if he tame from h>i, and I would 
feast him here for a night, and sit liiunil » lire of 
turves and hear iif tJie lieeds ol the Ked Branch. 


Hr lUDRh. 

Your heart fir e\'er gots out to the Red 
Branch, \aisi. Were there any like unto thee, 
or Ainle, or Ardan ? 


N \isi. 

I 

Wc were accounted most skilful, but no me 
was held to be bravei thae in«' th. r. If there 
were Vine it was great 'vho laivi .iside the.-* 

silver rod which he held as Artlrie of IJlLi, but 
he is in hsinselt greater than any king. 





DEIRDRE 


22j 




Deirore. 

.■ * And does one hero draw your heart back to 
Eli? . 

Naisf, 

A river of love, indeed, flows from my heart 
•unto FerfiU", for there is no one more nf)l)le. But 
there were tn.iii} «it her-., Cnnal, and the boy wo 
called Ciieul.iin, .1 ilark, sad ihiM, who w.is the 
darling of the Red Branch, and truly he seemed 
like one who would Ik* .1 woHd-famous warrior. 
There were manv luii! him to be a uoil in exile. 

l>! 

I think we, too, rre in exile in this world. 
But tell me whu eKe among the Red Branch do 
you think of with hne ? 

• ^AIsl. 

There was the Ardrie, Coneoliai, whom no 
man know?, indeed, for he is unfalhomaiile. But 
he is a wise kiim, ihniiuh moody and passionate 
at times, for he was ^ursed irr his youth tor a sin 
against one of the Sid he. 

nriRORr. 

Oh, do not speak of him ! My heart falls -at 
the thought of him as into a grave, and 1 knrrw 
I will die when we meet. 

Naisj. 

*^7 I know one who will die before that, my fawn. 
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Diikdre. 

I ^ 

Naisi ! You rcnu'mbcr when we fled that 
niuht; J la\ l>y rh\ sivio—rhou wcrl yet strange 
t<t me—I heard \oKes speakinji out ot the air. 
'I'he ureat rjiie*^ were inxi^ible, vet their voices 
‘^fjiiiKled solemnly. “ Our brother and our sister;^ 
do luit remember,’' one said ; and another spake 
“ 'I'hey will serve the puri'o^c all ihe same,” an 
there wms more which I vould not understand, but 
i knew we were to bnny[ some jjreat »iitV to tne 
< iael. Vesterniirht, in a dream, I heanl the voicas 
anain, and [ cannot recall whar they said; birit 
as 1 woke tVoni sleep iin pillow w.is wet witfh 
tears tailing • ■iftly, as out of'another w'orld, and 
1 Tiw before .ne thy face, pale and still, Naisi, 
and the kinL^ with his imjd.n.able eyes. Qfh, 
pube of my heart, 1 kiuiw the /L^reat uitf we shdl 
i>i\e to the (I'ael will lie a mcinorv ^o piiv and sij jh 
over, and f sh.ill be the priestess ol'iiais. Nai^ii 
promise me \ou will ntver uo bavk to l-dla— 
swear to me, \ai- 1 . 

\ls|. 1 


(/Arc Aixlj; rfVf/iAKDAN e/;/fT.) 

*1 

AI \ r». 

Oh, J»re.:* tidings, I lotlici ! 

J)H;i ‘llh, 

] feel fate is stealing on ii with Me footsrepji 
ot those WL Iovl. Before the) .soeak, promise mg. 
Naisi. Sf 
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Ainlf. 

What is it, licar si^tcr ? N.iisi ^ill pmniiso 
thee anythiiiiT, .inJ if he tines luit we will ni.ike 
him do it .ill the s.inie. 

, Diirdki'. 

Oh, let me ^pe-ik ! IWh Di-itli :iml the 
Heart’s De'^ire .ire '•jnvJip;! *•> win the r.Ke. 

PromiMe me, wiM jiever reiiirti to l.Hl.i. 

\"'.AV. 

Naisi, it were well he.ir wlijl t.ile iii.iv eonii- 

from Juii.Mii M.iLh I Oiie oi thi Ktii lii.imh 

dibpl.ijN our li inner * ii .i i;.ille\ tnun I Ik M»utl). 

1 h.ive seiir i lin.it nr'i’'.* tlii'- vv.irrim to our 

1 

dun. It mav Iv C.i's-'ihir i-. ile.id. 

Why ^holl'1 w itru''i“ I* not the Cl.in 

Usiia i^re.ite' I-ei*' 'h.ui ewr i'l l.ii. 

\IM.. 

Oe.ir '.i*>>ti.r, it i- the Iiiu! wim h t^ive O'. Innh, 
vhich c\er likt J nwith.er win ; ere*! to U', .iiui it^ 
whisper sw'».ifer rli.in ihe | rumise of' lu loved 
lips. 'Ihoiii:h we ar. kirrj' iun- in M!u we are 
exiles, and the he.irr is .iKir foi.n its luniK. 

[,/ IhtiOjf h he,nd, 

N\isr 

I hear a call like the vcwce of a man Af I'.ri. 
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DiTRijRl. 

It IS onK \ hcrdsniin calling home his cattl^t 
(*S/ pit U» it7n / /;/N \i si’s fit ) Beloved, 
iiii 1 lKL( n (. so littk to \c)U thit *\oui heart 
empri, ind si^hs tor J ii ^ 

N fcisi 

Pdidu, in r\^^ flight 1 hi\i brought with 
me mm whose dtsiic is if t, while. \cii ire bCt 
IS i stii b\ rm side I Iki hut left the.ir own 
liiul, ind Muu i 11 idcn i^h i < the chnsrmm 
whe 11 NCI Iluic 1 i1 tic shiaow of 

tc u rn ni\ in he cuts I tit 1 in 1 did not face 
the l>in '^Mtll 1 well to kic}^ nu ccniiades 
in c\]lc, lid let the hime oi leu le t on the 
chiettun ot thur din ^ 

Di if T)T r 

C n the\ not o^ \u we ivt cmui^h for 
tich othcT, 1(1 u »1\ ii nu th a il he nth and 
home, lid when inou ii* tlKit tne dieim ends, 
ind be\t tid It the e i i e ihet e ini 

[^/ w i 6 /j /it i> i /// //, M > I irly 

\ II 

Lt is 1 1 imd 11 Nr lie tl (ill * 11 thought 

1 he lid th} mint, Niisi 

It IS ihe honc) swtet speech ol i min of Erf/ 
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Deirdre. 

>•'. "'“It is Qiie of our own clansmen. Naisi, will you 

.not speak ? "rhe hour is passing, and soon there 

'<'^11 be naught but a destiny. 

■ 

" Fergus 

Naisi 1 Xaisi ! 

Naisi. 

f 

'A deep voice, like the roar of a storm god ! 
It is Fergus who comes f»'om Eri. 

A EUAN. 

He comes as a friLiid. There is no treachery 
in the Red Branch. 

Aj.nll. 

Let us meet him, and pi^’o him welcome I 

\Thc h'utl.a^ N ihc tih’tr of the dmu 
IbrKOi:] leans tv^avnt the v:Uh 

terror in her eves. 

Deirdrt. (/// a A?”, broken Z'cue), 

Naisi ! (Naem returns to her side. Ainlk and 
' Ardan go out. l)i.iRi>Ri- rests one hand on Naisi *s 
shoulders and icith the other points upii'ards.) JJo 
you not see them ? 'I'lie blight birds which sang 
"at. our flight ! Look, how they wheel about us 
as they simr 1 ^^“hat a b Mrt-rending mv^ic ! 
Aud their plumage, Naisi ! !t is all dal’blcd with 
.'ttUnson; and they shake a ruddy dew f 5 «)m their 
"^ings upon us 1 Your brow is stained with the 
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drops. Ixt me clear, away the stains. 
pour over your face and hands. Oh I '/ 


[She hides her face on N;\isi's breast* 


Naisi. 

Poor, friglitcncd one, tJicrc arc no birds I 
Sec, how clear arc my hands ! Look again on 
my face. 


Deirdre {looking up for an instant). 

Oh I blind, staring eyes. 

■ 

Naj.m. 

Nay, they arc filled with love, light of my. 
heart. W'hat has troubled your mind ? Am I*' 
not beside you, and a thousand chfiismen around 
our ilun ? 

Djtrijrl'. 

They go, and the music dies out. What was 
it 1^'ivarc.un said t “ fheir singing brings love 
and death." f 

Naisi, 

What maitors death, for Iia.- will find us among^ 
the J'A’cr [A\irig Ones. We arc ‘ .imurtals, andv, 
it docs not become us to .'rie\e. 


Di'jkore. 


Naisi,, there is some t’caclicry in the coming 
Fergus. 
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Naisi. 

. ;I say to you, Deirdrt', that treachery is not to 
be spoken of with Fcigus. He was my fosterer, 
' who taught me all a chieftain should feel, and 1 
shall not now accuse him on the foolish fancy of 
•a woman. (Jlc turns fr>*ni Deirdri:, unJ i/j he 
nears the tlo^jr 1'lrcjls enters with hdnds 1 aid tiffec- 
Honately on a shuuUer yf eaih vf the brothers; 
Buinne and Ilann jW/ow.) Welcome, Fergus 1 
Glad is my heart at vour coming, whether you 
bring good tidings or ill ! 

Ki RC’.rs. 

[ woulil not have trussed the sea of Movie to 

■ 

bring thee ill tidings, Naisi. \J/e sas IhjRORL.) 
My coming hi^ affi-gnteil thy lady, who ^hakes 
like the white wave tteinbling before its tall. J 
swear to the(> Ihiniiv, tnat the suns of Usna arc 
dear to mo as chiki ren to a fatJier. 

Dlirdri.. 

The Hird.s of Angus showed all fiery and 
crimson as \uii came ! 

buiNXI. 

If WO arc not welcumo in this dun let us return! 

FiiRGUs. 

Be still, hasty boy. 

^ The lady, Dcirdre, has received some omen 
' or warniiu; mi our account. \\ hen die bid he 
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declare their will, we should with due awe coii-, 
sider it. - / '* 

Ardax. , ^ 

I 

Her mind has been troubled bv a dream of 
some ill to Naisi. 

Naisi. • 

It was not by drcaniing c\ils that the sons of 
Usna grew to be chnnipions in Ulla. And 1 
tudh. thee to my heart, Deirdre, though the Druids 
trembled to murmur th\ name. 

V 

h’LKOUS. 

I 

It'we listL'.cd to dreamers and ioretellers the' 
sword \v«)iild ne\er flash iVom its sheath. In , 
truth, I have never found the Sidhe send omens 
to warrior*!; they rather bid them fl) to herald 
our coming. “ 

Dlikuki:. 

And what doo»n comes with thee now that 
sucli omens fled before tliee ? I fear thy coming, 
warrior, i fear the Jdghts ot V.ilour will be soon ' 
extinguished. 

FlROl*-. ^ .■ 

I 

^ I ' 

'I'hou sh-lt smile a.* lin, julc t rincess, whctt^. 
thou hast heasd my tale. It is nor the sonsoP'' 
IJsna I would bring sorr w*. Naisi, diou art free' *’ 
to rct'urn to I ^lla. \ 

Naim. ^ 

Does the king, then, forgo his vengeance ? -'f 
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^ Deirdre. 

The^ king will never forgo his vengeance. 1 
have looked on his face—the face ol' one who 
never changes his purpose. 

Fl RCU s. 

He sends forgiveness and greetings. 

Ui ciiDRr. 

O Naisi, ho «ienJ • h-^nied words by the nwmth 
of Fergus, but thi: ptiil-up death broods in his 
own heart. 

iU’iwi, 

We were t/mpiW lic.iten, indeed, on the sea 
of M()}le, biU tir. “lorin of this 'jirlVi speech is 
more fc«irfiil rfo i'l. c. 


I'l Rors, 

Your tongue too sveiit, Hiiinne. [ sav (o 
^bu, Dcirilr., that if all the king'^ of J*'ii brooded 
ill to Xaisi, the) dare iu)t break througli my 
protection. 

N \isi. 

It is true, indeed, Fergus, though 1 have never 
.asked any j^ri'tection saM* iny o\mi sword. It is 
a chill welcome you give i > Fergus and In-* s'nis, 
Deirdre. i\inle, tell them within to lu.ike ready 
•the feasting hall. ^ 

•' FAinll sacs inla an inkier raom. 
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Dfirdre. ^ 

I jir.iy lliy pardon, warrior. I'hy love for 
L do not doubt, liut in this holy place 
there is peace, and the doom that Cathvah the 
Druid cried cannot tall. And oh, 1 feel, too, there 
1-5 One here aiiioii^ us who pushes us silently from 
the place of life, anil \vc are drifting away—away 
—from the world, on a tide which j^ocs down 
into the darkness ! 

Ard.vn'. 


'I'Ik 

sister. 

l-''e'‘i*us. 


darkness is in your j>iind alone, poor 
Cire.it is our joy to hear the message of 

Najsi. 


It is not like the king to change his will. 
Fergus, wh.it h.is wroiiglit upon his mind ? 

f 


h I.RGI S. 

lie took counsil with the Druids and T^var- 
cam, and tiierealter spake at iMuain Mucha, that 
for tio Woman in the world should the sons of 
Usna be apart from the Red ilratich. And so 
we all spake jo\ fully; and I li.i\e ..ome with the 
king’s mc" ige of pe’ce, fur he knew that for.'" 
nunc else wi.Mldst thou • .*rurn. 


Naisf. 

■ 

StireK, I w'ill go with thee, hergus. 1 lorig 
for the jiviing c}es of friends and the fellow'ship 
of the Red Uraiicii, an : to see iiiy own i riiintry 
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bywe sea of Moyle. I wear)' of this barbarous 
pe^le in Alba. 

O children of \ there U death in you 
■going 1 N aisi, will )nu not stay the storm bird 
of sorrow r I forebear the falling of tears that 
cease nut, and in geiuratuins unborn the sorrow 
of it all will never be stilled ! 


Naisi. 

Deirdrc ! Deinlrr ! It i'> not right f )r you, 
beautiful woman, to tome with tears between a 
thousand exiles v\A their own l.iiul ! Many 
battles have i f-aubt, knowing well there would 
be death and w'et i-ing a*'ter. If 1 feared to trust 
.to the woid of ;;p‘at kinus and wairiors, it is 
not w'ilh le.ils I would be remembered. W'Jiat 
would the bard sin*.* of Nai'ii—without trust ! 
afraid of rhe cuit^iretehed hand !—frighted by a 
woman’s feais ! Hv the nods, before the tlan 
Usna wete m' shamed 1 would slied iii) blood 
here with niy nw n hand. 

Dlikdri-. 

O stay, stay y«>ur angr‘r ! Have [ut\ (iii me, 
Naisi ! Vour words, .n e In i liuInning'., sear 
my heart. Never again v'ill 1 seek lu si.iy thee. 
But speak to me with li)ve once more, Naisi. Do 
not bend y'lui brows on me with aiige^ ; for, oh 1 
.but a little time remains for us to love ! 
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Fergus. 

Nay, Deirdre, there are many years, 
shalt yet smile back on this hour in thy ol'd years 
thinking ol' the love and laughter between. 

AiMJi («v//<r/;/jf). 

'Fhe feast is ready for our guests. 

Ardan. 

The bards shall sing of Eri t(j-fiight. Let the 
harpers hOund their gayest music. Oh, to be 
back ojicc more in ro}til Einain ! 

Naisj. 

Come, Deirdre, forget thy fears. Come, 
Fergus, i long to hear from thy lips of the Red 
Branch and Ulla. 

Elroi's. ' 

It is gca«a with me not to refuse a feast offered 
by one of the Red iir.inch. 

[Fj;rgi'«, Bi i\m, Ii^wx, and the sons of 
L 'sfiii I 'y into the inner re'tm, Deirdrs '■ 
rctuains siknth stuntivv^ fur a time^ ay* 
if 'tnnneu. 'i'ht. \ of Itit’\fhter and 
Mh \ic Ji'jiits /e. She t the door of 
the i/uu^ lookin'^ nit tv^aiv r rr the lakes 
tind hlnnds. * ! 

Djirjjri'. 

Farewe\), O home of happy memories. Thoughf> 
thou art bleak to Naisi, i j mo thou art brigh&‘''e 
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I I'hall never see thee more, save as shadows 
w^wander here, weeping- over what has gone. 
Farewell, O gentle people, who made music tor 
me on “the hills. The Father has striiek the l.ist 
chord on the I I.irp uf 1 .ife, and the music I shall 
hear hereafter will be onlv sorrow. O Mother 
Dana, who hreathevi iij' love thriaigh the dim 
earth to niy heart, be with me where I am going. 
Soon shall I lie ilose to thee for comfort, where 
many a broken heart has I.un and m.inv a weeping 
head. 

!•/ htirp^ nud It.n'^htcr oi'ani floith hr, 

\'ori I'S. 

Deirdre ! J)^’ i'.\* ! DeirJrc ! 

[DiijRoni: /i ivrs ihr di>ur of the fan^ mtd 
//■.' t'/usrs its she flrnjrs on 

•j h.rT face hi her firms. 


OmRDRfe 


y\CT 111. 

Scene.— The IIjiae of the Hcd Hranch at Knitiin 
M,iih(i. There h tr duor covered 'lesth inrtahiSy 
throU'^h 'chiih the blue hii^ht of ezcnhij^ kin be 
seen. Co.NCOBAu sth tit •! tfible on v,hich is a 
€hcs.'boiit\f viith figures arrangLd, Lavarcam 
stands before th:e table. 

' CoN'COl \R. • 

The air is dense with omens, but all is 
uncertain. Cathvah, for all his Druid art, is 
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uncertain, and cannot foresee the future; anciin 
my dreams, too, [ acrain see Macha, who diea at 
mv feet, and. •'he bv me with a secret 

fxiilt.iiit ‘^niile. () DruideN*^, is tlie sin'of my 
boylinnd f<i 1 h* by this wum.iii, who comes 

batk to Im*i in .i cloud <»!'prophet) ? 

T.\v\ju\m. 

'fhc’ lii'cMt beauty ha*' }'as«ieil from Deirdre in 
her wanderimis from pfue to place and from 
island to island. .Many a rime has she slept 
cm the bin* earth ere Nai'^i won a kinudotn for 
himsi'lt in Albi. .'Purely the pioprR«.y has already 
been fulfilled, h r blood has been died fcjr Deirdre, 
and ehc Ked liianth divided on her account. To 
Naisi the Red Branch arc as brolhcrs. Thou 
hast naijc>ht to fear. 

CoNC^OllXii. ' 

Well, I have put aside iny fears and taken thy 
coun''el, l)riiides>. l^’or the v.ike of the Red 
Branch I have foii;iven the siais of lT.;na. Now, 

1 will call to^cilur the Red Branch, fur il is my 
purpo'^e It' brini^ the five proviiues under our sway,, 
and there shall be but one kiiiudoiii in J‘!ri between 
the seas. 

\.i disiJ'it .'/'-y/f f I ,,cs is heard* 
r..\vARc-\M sUi V.', lI hn'hands* 

Why do*’t ti.ou start, Driiidi- s r Was it not^ 
Riretnld from of old th.ii the ^ods would lul^, 
over one |'>ecplc in Lri ? 1 sometimes think the - 
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warrior soul of Lu shines through the boy Ciicu- 
lain, who, after me, shall guide the Red Branch; 
aye, and with him arc many of the old comj'tany 
who fought at iVJo’.tura, come luck tt) renew the 
everlasting battle. in>t this the l^le of JVbtiny, 
and the hour at Jiand ? 

\T}.r cLtmour is 

What is this il.im<'-ur .1^ if men bailed .1 kiny ? 
(Crf//f.) N tin re ofie wirhoiit flurc ? 

Mers.) Ah 1 rerurud iVoni Alba with the 
fugitives ! 

11 

Kini», we h s\e fiidiiled our thari^e. '] be sons 
of Usna are wtii i.s in b'.main Macha. Whither 
is it your ple.I■^url they should be led ? 

Thev sh iii be !• dued here, in the 1 loii.^c of 
the Red Hr.unh. (li\\\ /v 

Yet, wait, what me.in all these tries as id'.i'^toriNhed 
men ? 

ll \\N. 

The lady, IVinlre, has tome with ii*?, and her 
beaut}' is a womler to the ui the streets, 

for she moves among them 'ike one of the Sidlie, 
whiter than ivfin', with Ioml- hair of* gold, i^id her 
eyes, like the blue flume of twilight, make mystery 
in their hearts. * 
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CoN'COBAR {starting up), J. 

This is no fading beauty who returns ! You 
hear, Druidess ! , 

Ilann. 

Ardric of T71la, whoever has fabled to thee 
that the beauty of Deirdre is past has lied. She is 
sorrowful, indeed, but her sadness only bows the 
heart to more adoration than her jia-, and pity for 
her seems sweeter than the dre.im f)f love. Fad¬ 
ing I Yes, her ye'.terday fadei behind her every 
morninf% and every changing m.wKl seems only 
an unveiling to liring her nearer to the golden 
spirit within, lint how coiilii I describe Deirdre ? 
In a little v.hile she will be here, and you shall 
see her witJi your own eyes. 

[ILAW hzvs and goes out, 

CoNCOKAR. 

I will, i/idccd, see her with my own eyes. I 
will not, on the report of a bo}, speak words that 
shall make the Ked Jirancli to drip with blood, 
1 will see with my own eyes. {Hr goes to the door^ 
Kut 1 swear to thee, Dniides^, if thou hast plotted 
deceit a second time with Naisi, that all Kri may 
fall asunder, but I wib be a\engeJ. 

[He kohls the I'M-iin aside -nth one hand 
and looks out. rh he ' *%€S his face 

I w 

gfi zi's Sterner^ and !u lifts his hand ah^roe 
his head tn menace. JjvvARCANf h^ks 
' on viith terror^ and as he drops Me 
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curtain and looks hack on her^ she lets 
her ftitc sink in her hantis, 

" CoNc’oii.^R (stornfulh^, 

A Druid makes pru}'»ht\ies anti a l)riiide‘is 
schemes to brim; them id Well have you 

all worked toyelher ! A laJimi beaiirv was t*) 
return, and the Jaixlus of Vahiiir to shine ai;aiii in 
the Red Branch ! And 1, the Ariirie ol' Hlla 
and the head of the IU\1 Branch, f») In the 
broken law ami the Wrir deceit ! I, vvluwe sole 
thought was i>t the I>iiilding up of a people, l(» be 
set aside ! 'The hi. h t^ods mtv im'^e me here¬ 
after, but to-ni';ht hall see the broke*! l.iw •iet 
straight, and venueaiive on the tr.iif«)rs to Ulla ! 

I..\\ VRCAM. 

It was al! inv ioinL: ! ’1 hev are innocent ! 

I loved Utiidre, C' kirn; ! lit vour .iiiL'er l)e (jIi 
jnc alone. 

CoNtOlJ\K. 

Oh, lomi'jc of fiKehood ! W ho can believe 
you I The iate of Ull.i wis in jour iharf.*e, and 
you let it go fnih at the instani wish (‘fa n!in and 
a girl’s Jesiiv. Thi* fate of I 'Ila was too distant, 
and you must brim; it nigher—the torch to the 
pile 1 Breakers of the Lu'* and niakera of lies, 
you shall all peri-ih totrethe. ! 

[Co\’eon\R le.rees the rtjum, Luvrixm 
rtinaiHSy her betn" shaken %viih 
^Ifler a pause Naim enters vAth 
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Deirdre, Atkle, Ardan, IlanM/«v</ 
Buin'nk/<>//9W. During the dialogue 
••ji'hkh ensues^ Naisf is hjtUte/itive^ and 
n lurhitsly cxtimintug the chess-board, 

I3i IRDRF. 

W'c :iio onterincf a house of* death ! Who is* 
it th.it we(*j'»s M) ? I, too, would weep, but the 
children of IJsna arc too jiroiid to let tears be seen 
in the eves of their women. (She .^ees IiWARCAM, 
•lehu her head fmm tin tahiei) O foster- 

mother, f')r whom do voii torrew ? Ah ! it is 
for us. V'U still love me, di'.:r fosterniothcr; 
but \i)u, wh' .ire wise, could ^oll not have warned 
tin- I.iyhN of Valour.^ W.i'^ it kind to keep 
silence, and only meet iis here uitJi teirs r 

Lavap.cam. 

O Deinlre, mv child ! mv dar.^iuj ! 1 have 

let love ami luntiin^ blind my eie-.. [ left the 
mountain home of the i>ods for Km.iin Marha, 
and r(» ]dot fnr your return. I—1 deceived the 
kinii. I told him your lo\eliiies.s was passed, and 
the time of the prophecy uone by. L thought 
when you c.ime .ill w-ould be well. 1 thought 
wildly, foi lo\e had m.ide .i bliiulius! in my hca.r, 
and lUAv tl.c kinja ha discovered I'hc deceit; and, 
oh 1 he ha. gone aw. * in wrii.>, and soon his 
terriide hand will fall ! 

Di ir.PKi. 

It was not love nvide }ou all blind, but -the 
high gods have dcserte I us, and the demons draw 
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us Into a trap. They have lured us from AII1.1, 
and they hover hero above us in red clouds— 
cloud upon cloud—.111 d await the sacrifice. 

T/AVARCAM. 

Oh, it is not yet too lutf ! Where is Fergus ? 
The kini^ dare not \\.ir on I'crmis. 1 ‘eryii'* is 
our only liope. 

Dr rKDRi.. 

Fergus has Ivarreri.d his honour for .1 fea-^t. 
lie remained with I'ui.ch that he iniuJit boa^t he 
never refused the nine (Up. He least', uith 
Baruch, and the 1 ijhis of Valour who jnit their 
trust in him—inii^ .He. 

Ill IWJ'. 

Fergus never !).i'-teied his I do 

protest, girl, t vour ‘'|v*\.!k The na-ne of 

Fergus alon. wi'u!'’ prore«.t wm thniuul’oiil all 
l£ri how n-i.cli !0'»'*e here, wIkh* he i-, thanipion 
in Ulla. Come, hr ither, we are none jiI'iis needed, 
here. [Bmwj- /.irv.^ //f- ;vifW. 

Dmrdri 

Father aiii! alike dc'err us ! O foster 
mother, Ls this tt-.e end of all ? Is there no w ly 

out Is there no wa\ out ? 

■ 

Ilann 

I will not desert \oii, Dtndre, while I tan still 
thrust a spear. But you fear over 'iulK \vithi)iit 
a cause. 
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. *■ 

Lavarcam. 

Bnr up the door and close the windows. I will 
send a bwift messenuer for Fergus. If you hold 
the dun until Fergus comes all will yet be well. 

[T-a\arcam hurries uuL* 

Dwrdri- ix^ing h Naisi). 

Naisi, do you in)t hear ? I .et the k loor be barred! 
Ainle and Ardan, are you still all blind ? Oh ! 
must i (lose them witli mv own band i 

[DiiiDRE to i/tt' T.vW'/::’, and lays 
her hand on the bars, Naisi foihjivs 
her. 

N MSI. 

Deirdrc, in your girlhood you have iKjt known 
of the ways ot the Ued Hraiub. I his iliinp you 
fear is unheard f)f in I Mia. 'J’hc king may be 
wrathful ; but the word, onee pa--sed, is iiuiolablc. 
If he whispered treachery to one of the Red 
Branch he would not be Ardiie to-m«urow. Nay, 
leave the window' unbarred, or they will say the 
sons of nsna have returned timid as birds ! 
Come, w'< are enough protec lion for thee. See, 
here is the chesshuarci .)f Conco )ar, with which 
he is wont to ilivine, playina .i Joiiely game w'ith 
fate. , M'he »'*it‘ces are set. We w'ill finish the 
game, and so pass the time untii the feast is ready 
\Hc sits ti^zvn ^ The golden pieces are yours and 
the silver mine. 
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Ainle (lookhi^ at the hoard). 

You have given Deirdre the weaker side. 

Deirdre always plays with more cunning skill. 

I 

1)| rKDKL. 

O fearless one, if he who set the game played 
with fiite, the victory is already fixeil, aJid no skill 
may avail. 

MSf. 

\Vc will see if Conc-ihar h.is favourable omens. 

It is geasa for him .i!wa\s to pfaj with siber pieces. 

1 will follow his It is vour move. Dear 

■ 

one, will )ou not 'mile : Purely, against C'oiu'cj- 
bar you will pla\ vviJI. 

• Di.iki>i I 

It is too JatL. >ce, e\erywhere my king is 
threatened 1 

/VuiJ.w. 

Nay, your game is nut lo-^t. Ll you move your 
king back all will be well. 

Mhssi Ntu.a (#// the iL'a), 

I bear a messag from rhe Vrdrie to the sons 

« ■ 

of Usna. 

\ais:. • 

Speak out th' message, man. Why iloes thy 
voice tremble r ^\ho art thou I d«/not know 
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thee. Thou art not one of tl'.e Red Brail'ch. 
Concobar is not wont to send messages to kings 
by such as tlu>u. 

Missi NGJ K, 

'I'lic Jied Hnuich are far from Eni.iin Madia— 
but it matters not. 'The king h.is conimaiided 
me to speak thus ti) the sons ot IJsiia. You have 
lirokcn the law of LNI.i when )ou stoic away the 
d.uiuhter of h'elini. V(»u have broken the law 
of the Ued branch when you sent Iving messac^es 
through f/a\.irc:im plottini* to return. The king 
eommaiiiU that the daughter ol J«elim he given 
up, and-- 

Are we to listen to this ? 


Akdw. 

My «!pear will fly ol'iiself if he doe? not depart. 

Naisj. 

Nay, brother, he is unly a sl.i\e. ( 71 ? //;i? 
Mlsslnolr.) kerurn to Concobar, and tell him 
that to-inorriwv the Ued branch will choose 
another tliief. There, whv do,t thou wait? 
Begone ! (Vo J)irR' rl.) Oh wise woman, 
truly did >011 see the • 'ttenne^s m this kiiui ! 

Dl FRORi 

Why did you nut take my cou scl, Xaisi f 
Tor iKiW' tt is too late—too late. 
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Naisi. 

There is naught to fear. One of us c ould h«)lvl 
this dim against a thousand of Coneohar’s hou-'C- 
hold slaves. \\ hen lHTi»us eomes to-inorniw 
there will be another kintr in Einain Maeha. 

\i \\x. 

It is true, Deirdre. One of us Is encuigh for 
ConcobarV household slaws. I will keep waleh 
at the door while )ou play .it peaie with Naisi. 

[li.ANV ////; /^'' ciinmK t‘J tfu tliur oh i 

fiUt'ulx\ The ///i/v ,it I/'Ml tv^tiin. 
Aim . Kti Akimn lud' •jm. 


N'aisi, \fui pi' \\ilill\. See, \our cpieen will 
be taken. • 

y f.V'/.v; t *u:ithQUt tin ihuh nf tirhis. 
11 ANN 

Keep back ! Do \ou dare." 

N Msl. 

Ah ! the slaves come on, dri\en hv the lalse 

■ 

Ardrie 1 When the p.i'ue is finished \\e will 
sweep them back, aiul 'ay them in the lloial 
House, betore Concfib.i.’s evts. J'lav I You 
forget to move, 1 )eirdre. 

he clxith uf tirwi Vj /(-e, \^^d, 
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Ilann (wifUout). 

OK ! I am wounded. Alnlc 1 Ardan ! To 
the door ! 

[Ainle tivti Ardan n<s/i out. The claih 
of arms rcucvjeJ. 

Dlikhki'. 

Naisi, I cannot. 1 cannot. The end of all 
has conic. Oh, NaUi ! 

[She ffivji'S her arms air,'^ the tal'h\ scatter¬ 
ing the piaes o^e^r the board. 

Naisi. 

If the end has come we should meet it w'ith 
calm. !c is not with si.^:hin^ and tears the Clan 
Usna shoiiUl depart. You have not pl.ived this 
j'aine as it ouuht to be placed. 

Djirdki'. 

Your pride is mouhled and set like a pillar of 

bronze. C) warrior, 1 was no mate for you, I 

* « 

am only a woman, who has jii\cii her life into your 
hands, and ytni chide me for ni} lo\e. 

Naisi head -j; "/ Its hand^). 

Ih'or timid dove, I '»id fn-uotteM thv weakness. 
I did not mean to wound ihee, my heart. Oh, 
many will sheil liotler tears than these f >r tliy 
sorrow ! They will perish swdftly who made 
Naisi’< luieen to w'ee»- ! 
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[lie snatches up a spear and rushes out. 
There arc erkSy and then a dlcncc, 

• Lavarcam {entering hurriedly). 

Bear Dcirdre swiftly away thi-ouj^h the ni^ht. 
{She stops and looks around^ Where are the suns 
uf Usna ? Oh ! I stcppcvl over nian\ dead 
bodies at the door. Surely the I-iyhts of \':ilour 
w'erc not so soon overcome ! Oh, my darling ! 
c«)me away with n»e from this teriible house. 

Olirori: (.»/» ^;'/v). 

What did yi'U say of the Jdyhts of V'aloiir c 
lhat—the)—were dead r 

[Naisi, /ViNLC, and Ar.j)AN re-enter. 
Dr iRfuii: c/brjs to Naisi. 


Naisi. 

My pfcntle one, do not look so pale nor wound 
me with those terror-stricken i\es. '1 hose base 
slaves are all fled, 'rruh, CoiKobar is a miuhn 
killer without the Red Ib-anch ! 


Lavarcam. 

Oh, do not linger here. Bear DeirJre away 
w'hile there is time. Y<»ii can C'^eape fliroueh the 
city in the silence of the ni'jht. 'I he kuiLi has 
called for his Druids: soon the Tiiapic'i* Cathvah 
will enfold you, and your strength will be all 
withered away. * 
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Naisi. 

f will nor leave I^niain Mucha until the head 
of thii fiUc kint; is apart from his shoulders. 
A sjiear tan pass as swiftly throujih his Druid as 
thr')ii^h one of his slaves. Oh, Cathvah, the old 
niiinibler of spells and of false proj^heeies, who 
eausoil Deirdre to be taken from Jut mother’s 
breast ! 'J'ruly, I owe a deep debt to Cathvah, 
and L will repay it. 

T.a\ -vrcam. 

If yfUi love Deir Ire, do iu)t let pride and wrath 
stay \oiir rii'jlit. have but an instant to fly. 

You tan return with h’eif:ns and a Jiost «)f \\arriors 
in the dawn. \ou do iu)t know' the jiower of 
Cathvah. Surel), if you do not depart, Deirdre 
w'ill fall into the kind’s hands, anii it were better 
she had died in her mother’s womb. 

I 

Pi IKOKh. 

Naisi, let us leave this house of death. 

mtnd nf foohteps •Lvii/iuut. 

Lava ROAM. 

It is too late ! 

[Aim-. •/;/«/ A ROAN to thr " or^ hut 

lire '\\f •/'./ tit the ud Ctj C \i uVAil’s 
\>iue. Dj iRORii /'/ Naisi. 

o 

, C A'l 1 1VA 11 [chiintUv' jut ). 

lA*t the J<aed h'ia fall; 

* Mananaun Mac Lir. 
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Take back the day 

Amid days unromcmlicrcd. 

Over the warring mind 

Let thv F.icd h'i.i fall, 

■ * 

Man.inaiin \J.ic Lir ! 


Naisi. 

Why dost thmi weep, Deirdrc, and dint; to 
me so r ‘I'he se.i is calm. To-morrow we will 
rest s.itely .it J\m.iiit M.iili.* with the ^re.it Ardrie, 
wJio h.iN furtiiven .ill. 


J*/\\ ‘KCAM. 

'Phe d.iikncss is op'iu his mind. Oh, p«K>r 
Deirdrc ! 

T-et tin ri'^e, 

M.im.mi.ilii. M.u Lir. 
l*.et the Liiiih i.iil 
IJeiie.itli iluir feet, 

J.el thy w.ives flow over them, 
iMtinanaun ; 

Lord Ilf tK’e.in ! 


N \isi. 

Our j^.dJe} is sinking—and no land in siuht ! 
T did not think the end wtiuld fniie m) ‘•i^un. 
O fule luve, take eour.i'^c, I ■ death so bitter to 
tliee ? We shall l;o down in eadi other*'^ arms ; 
onr hearts sh.ill beat out their love tooeifier, and 
the last of life we shall know wiM be our ki«^e^ 
on each other's lips. (Ai m.l Akdav 
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outside. There is a soujid of hlov:s and a /ow cr)'.) 
Aiiile and ArJan have sunk in the waters ! AVc 
are alone. Still weepinej ! My bird, my bird, 
soon we shall fly together t(^ the bright kingdom 
in the West, to IJy Brazil, amid the opal seas. 


J)mr]jri . 



NjIm, Naisi, shake oft' the magic dream, [t 
here in Kinain Macha we are. I here are no 


waters. I'he spell of the Duiid and his terrible 
chant have made a mist about )our e}es. 


NAlSi. 

Jler mind is .vanderini:. She is distraught 
with terror c*f the king. 'I here, rest }oiir heail 
on my heart, flii-ih ! hush ! 'I'lie waters are 
flowing upward svviftly. S(M'n, when all is o\er, 
you will lauLdi at your terror. The girat Ai Jue 
will sorrow over our death. 


1).' lUPRL. 

1 cannot speak, lyavarcam, can \i)u not break 
the enchantment ? 

J-.A\ ARC \M. 

M\ limbs aie fixed heie bv ilu sM-il. 

■ ■ 


N'Aisr. 


I'here w'as mie-c 
lai, wirli their slow, 


a while ago. '1 he s.van; of 
sweet faer\ sinjijiL;. 'riiere 


ne\er was a sadder tale than rheirs. 'J hev mii-.t 

I ^ 

roam for ages, dri\en on tiu ac.i of Moyle, while 
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wc shall go hand in hand through the country of 
ininiortal youth. And there is Mananaun, the 
dark hjue kint:, who li'oks at us with a smile of 
welcome. lld.iihaLh lit iiji with its shining 
mountains, and the golden phantoms are leaping 
there, in the d.iwji ! 'riicTe is a path made for us ! 
Come, IX'irdre, the goil has made for us an island 
on the se.i. (N \isi tlrun^h ifi*' ihor^ toui ftilis 
hy ti 'I'he Druid Cath- 

\ah !—"I'he king !—l)eii\lre ! 

[He D-Hi mil hnuL oerr the /Wv, 

/ r/ II ‘I / ' / 'll /i »/f. —i 

\.'\ MU'AM. 

C) tuMtle heart, thi wounds will he more 
hitter than his. Jspt .ik hut a word, 'rii.it silent 
sorrow win kill il.te and n.e .\h' darlin::, it 
was hire, aiK‘I I v\.i‘ j'.nt to hlame. Come, it W'ill 
minlort th»r wii.i heside my hi-east. Leave 
the ile.id tor \i neeaiue, for heaw is the verigeanee 
that shall tall mi this ruthless kiim. 

Di iiiURr. 

I do not fear Comohar any mo^e. My spirit 
is sinkinj awav fiom the world. J coulil not ^tav 

■ m 

after N.iid. Aftir the l.ii-hcs of \'alour h.ul 
\anish(d, how tmild I remnn.? 'I he e.irth has 
I'j'own liim and oUi, ft)sieMn()ther. *1 he goi^ 
ha\e gone tar awa\, and the lights from the moun¬ 
tains and tlie Idons of the Rlaming 1 Ii«art arc still. 
O fostermother, when they heap the cairn over 





‘-54 hVlA(; I NATIONS AM) kKVERIKS 


liini, let me l)e beside him in the narrow grave. 
I will still he with the !u)!>le one. 

/.m /'fV tiJi NaisiU 

C*).NCr)i:\R /V/Ar.*, shot Uuii ht //r i/f/or- 
WilW l.\\\R(\M ii^kes DlIRDRI.’s 
/ v/Vc/ f/Vi/ 


Lwaiu \m. 

Did y‘>ii lonie to t-Ttiin* her viih \niir I'rcs- 

ence ? \\\is not tlie di.illi ot \ li'.i ».rueltv 

« 

enou*ih ? Ihit now s|u‘ i^ jU^t yviwer to 

voiind. 

CoNeoiJMt. 

The death m' Naisi (iiil\ the fi'IFilh’ifj «jt' 
the l.iw. I Ml.i n»iild not l:<ikl toL’erher il its 
atieient laws were si't asivle. 


i W MU 'M. 

Do voi* llr.nk Ic) bin i men tf»Lieihe? wlu-n \oii 

have broken their hea’-N r O h')!, who would 

">ni]uer all I'.ri ! 1 ^ee the Ked IJ'Mni h lalteied 

atid J'.ri rent-asunder, and ihv memory -i eiir-.t .ifter 

manv thfMisand lears. The-.'i.Kb Im\i c im .>.iwn 

rh\ iloinniion, pr iiid kinu, 'Mtlt tie i.-a a -h troin 

this vleid -Jiild; nd of'rh( ; .v loi- »u tlK\ will 

" * ■ 

ikl u|j an eterji.il kin'jdoiii -n tie m”' ‘'t' man, 

[jhi upjor'- luthtut I'./ // /.!•' / ii’/'wjj. 

I 

Vf)iei s. 

Eergus ! Fergus ! h'ergi ! 
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F-WARCWM. 

'I hr avcni»cM‘ h;l^ t')nu* ! *^0 prri•■hr■^ t*u' RoJ 

IJr.inch'! [.S'/i’ /.urrics f/i(t ::/7//v. 

Ci»\(()ji\r (•/>:;/■’, tiftrr tt ptnisi^. 

1 h.ivc (uo .liul <uu' iV in 

111) own luMi'f. I !iijs dfj I p.i\ hom.ii:t* h) thrc, 
() Oiifcii, V. ho will uilc, liciri!; driiJ. 

I/A ' //' /•../” DilKDKl .in i 

‘ /»; .'V./. 

I'.Ri N (.^vV/v,.,/). 

V Ih’iV til: tr»■*■■. ' 

[(.'i/Mio: 1 : ., 7 -'. /{/’/.'>.;■ /v; 

l’'i iM.i'* '// tf c ./■!/;*: . 

tf * t . v*c 

h 
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